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Connie Morgan in the 
Lumber Camps 

CHAPTER I 

CONNIE MOKGAN GOES " OUTSIDE" 



\ A 7ITH an exclamation of impatience, Waseche 
^ ^ Bill pushed a formidable looking volume 
from him and sat, pen in hand, scowling down at 
the sheet of writing paper upon the table before 
him. "I done give fo' dollahs fo' that dictionary 
down to Paihbanks an' it ain't wo'th fo' bits I" 
"What's the matter with it?" grinned Connie 
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2 Connie Mo^an in the Lumber Camps 

Morgan, glancing across the table into the face of 
his partner. 

"The main matteh with it is that it ain't no 
good. It's plumb full (^ a lot of wo'ds that no one 
wouldn't know what yo' was talkin' about if yo' 
said 'em, an' the common ones a man has got some 
usefo' is left out." 

"What word do you want? I learned to spell 
quite a lot of wcoxis in school. " 

"Gillum." 

"What?" 

"Gillum — I want to write a letteh to Mike Gil- 
lum. ThQf ain't no betteh man nowheahs tiian 
Mike. He's known all along the Tanana an' in 
the lo^in* woods outside, an' heah's this book that 
. sets up to show folks how to spell, an' it cain't even 
spell Mike Gillum." 

Connie laughed. "Gillum is a proper name," 
he explained, "and dictionaries don't print proper 



' ' They might a heap betteh leave out some of the 
impropeh an' redic'lous ones they've got into 'em, 
then, an' put in some ci the propeh ones. I ain't 
pleased with that book, nohow. It ain't no good. 
It claims fo' to show how to spell wo'ds, an' i^en 
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yo' come to use it yo' got to know bow to spdl the 
wo'd yo' huntin' fo' oah yo' cain't find it. The 
only wo*ds yo* c'n find when yo' want 'em is the 
ones yo' c'n spell anyhow, so what's the use ctf 
findin' 'em?" 

"But, there's the definitions. It tells you vihat 
the words mean." 

Waseche Bill snorted contemptuously. "What 
they mean!" he exclaimed. "Well, if yo* didn't 
know what they mean, yo* wouldn't be wantin' to 
use them, nohow, an' yo' would n't care a doggone 
how they was spelt, noah if they was spelt at all 
oah not. Fact is, I didn't give the matteh no 
thought when I bought it. If it had be'n a big deal 
I wouldn't have be'n took in, that way. In the 
hotel at Faihbanks, it was, when I was comin' in. 
The fellow I bought it off of seemed right pleased 
with the book. Why, he talked enou^^ about it to 
of sold a claim. I got right tired listenin' to him, 
so I bought it. But, shucks, I mig^t oi know'd if 
the book had be'n any good he wouldn't have be'n 
flo anxious to get red of it. '* 

"Where is this Mike GiUum?" Connie asked, as 
he folded a paper and returned it to a little pile of 
mmilar papers that lay before him on the table. 
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"I don't jest recdlec' now, but I got the place 
copied down in my nottiboak. It's some town 
back in Minnesota. " 

"Minnesota!" 

"Yes. Pact is we be'n so blamed busy all sutn- 
mel) right heah in Ten Bow, I'd plumb forgot 
about ouh otheh interests, till the nippy weatheh 
done reminded me of 'em." 

"I didn't know we had any other interests," 
smiled the boy. 

"It's this way," began Waseche Bill, as he ap- 
plied a match to his pipe and settled back in his 
diair. "When I was down to the hospital last fall 
they brought in a fellow fo' an operation an' put 
him in the room next to mine. The first day he 
studchis nose out the do', I seen it was Mike Gil- 
lum — we'd prospected togetheh oveh on the Tan- 
ana, yeahs back, an' yo' bet yo' boots I was glad to 
see someone that had been up heah in the tag 
country an' could talk saisible about it without 
askin' a lot (^ fool questions about what do the 
daf^ drink in winteh if everythin's &oze up? 
An' ain't we afraid we'll freeze to death ? An' how 
high is tbe mountains? An' did you know my 
mother's cousin that went up to Alaska after gold 
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in '98? White he was gettin' well, we had some 
great old powwows, an' he told me how he done 
got sick of prospectin' an' went back to loggin'. 
He's a fo'man, now, fo' some big lumbeh syndicate 
in one of theih camps up in no'the'n Minnesota." 
"One day we was settin' a smokin' ouh pipes an* 
he says to me, ' Wasedie, ' he says, 'you've got the 
dust to do it with, why don't you take a li'l flyeh 
intimbeh?' I allowed minis' was mo' in my line, 
an' he says, 'That's all right, but this heah timbeh 
business is a big proposition, too. Jest because a 
man's got one good thing a-goin', ain't no sign he'd 
ort to pass up anotheb. It's this way,' he says: 
'Up to'ds the haid of Dogfish Riveh, they's a four- 
thousand-acre tract of timbeh that's surrounded on 
three sides by the Syndicate holdin's. Po' yeahs 
the Syndicate's be'n tryin' to get holt of this tract, 
but the man that owns it would die befo' he'd let 
'em put an axe to a stick of it. They done him 
dirt some way a long time ago an' he's neveh fo'got 
it. He ain't got the capital to log it, an* he woa't 
sell to the Syndicate. But he needs the money, an' 
if some private pahty come along that would take 
it (^ his hands an' agree to neveh sell it to the Syn- 
dicate, he could drive a mighty good ba'gain. I 
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know logs,' Mike says, 'an' I'm tellin' yo' there 
ain't a betteh strip of timbeh in the State. * 

'"Why ain't no one grabbed it befo'?' I asks. 

'"Because this heah McClusky that owns it is a 
mighty suspicious ol' man, an' he's tu'ned down 
about a hund'ed oSehs because he know'd they 
was backed by the Syndicate. ' 

" 'Maybe he'd tu'n down mine, if I'd make him 
one, ' I says. 

"Mike laughed. 'No,' he says, 'spite of the 
fact that I'm one of the Syndicate's fo'men, ol' 
man McClusky takes my wo'd fo' anything I tdl 
him. Him an' my ol' dad come oveh f'om Ireland 
togetheh. I'd go a long ways arotmd to do <A' 
Mac a good tu'n, an' he knows it. Pact is, it's me 
that put him wise that most of the oSehs he's had 
come from the Syndicate — my contract with 'em 
callin' fo' handlin' loggin' crews, an' not hdpin' 
'em skin folks out of their timbeh. If I'd slip the 
wo'd to Mac to sell to you, he'd sell. ' " 

Waseche refilled his pipe, and Connie waited 
eagerly for his big partner to proceed. "Well," 
continued the man, "he showed me how it was an 
awful good proposition, so I agreed to take it oveh. 
I wanted Mike should come in on it, but he 
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woaldn't — Mike's squah as a die, an' he said his 
contract has got three mo' yeahs to run, an' it binds 
him not to eng^e in no private business oah enteh- 
prise whatevdi while it's in fo'ce. 

"Befo'e Mike left the hospital he sent fo* Mc- 
Clusky, an' we closed the deal. That was last 
fall, an' X told Mike that as long as the timbeh was 
theah, I might's well staht gettin' it out. He 
wa'ned me to keep my eye on the Syndicate when 
I stahted to layin' 'em down, but befo'e he'd got 
a chance to give me much advice on the matteh, 
theah come a tele^iram fo' him to get to wo'k an' 
line up his crew an' get into the woods. Befo'e he 
left, though, he said he'd send me down a man that 
mig^t do fo' a fo'man. Said he couldn't vouch for 
him no mo'n that he was a tiptop logman, an' capa- 
ble of hfln^fittt' a crew in the woods. So he come, 
Jake Hurley, his name is, an' he's a big red Irish- 
man. I didn't jest like his looks, an' some of his 
talk, but I didn't know wbeah to get anyone else' 
so I took a chance on him an' hired him to put a 
crew into the woods an' get out a small lot of tim- 
beh." Waseche Bill crossed the room and, un- 
locking a chest, tossed a packet of papers onto the 
tiaUe. "It's all in theah, "he said grimly. "They 
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got out quite a mess of logs, an' in tbe spring when 
they was drivin' 'em 
down the Dogfish 
, Rivet, to get 'em 
into the Mississippi, 
they fouled a Syndi- 
cate drive. When 
things got straight- 
ened out, we was 
fo'teen thousan' dd- 
lahs to the bad." 

The little clock 
ticked for a Itmg 
time while Connie 
carefully examined 
the sheaf of papers. 
After a while he 
looked up. "Why, 
if it hadn't been for 
losing our logs we 
would have cleaned 
HDELEv up a good profit I" 

he exclaimed. 
Waseche Bill nodded. ' ' Yes-^. But the fact 

is, we didn't clean up no profit, an' we got the tract 
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on ouh hands with no one to sell it to, cause I 
passed ouh wo'd I wouldn't sell it — o' co'se Mo 
Qusky couldn't hold us to that acoo'din' to law, 
but I reckon, he won't have to. I got us into this 
heah mess unbeknownst to you, so 111 jest shoulddi 
the loss, private, an' " 

"Youll what/" interrupted Connie, wrathfully. 
And then grinned good-humouredly as he detected 
the twinMe in Waseche Bill's eye. 

"I said, I c'n get a raise out of yo' any time I'm a 
mind to try, cain't I?" 

"You sure can," laughed the boy. "But just 
so you don't forget it, we settled this partnership 
business for good and all, a couple of years ago." 

Waseche nodded as be glanced affectionately 
into the face of the boy. "Yes, son, I reckon 
that's done settled," he answered, gravely. "But 
the question is, now we ah into this thing, how we 
gotn' to get out?" 

"Fight out, of courset" exclaimed the boy, his 
eyes Sashing. "The first thing for us to find out is, 
whether the fouling of that drive was accidental or 
was done purposely. And why we didn't get what 
was coming to us when the logs were sorted." 

"I reclron that's done settled, as &h as kttawin' 
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it's oonae'oed. Provin' it vill be anotheh matteh." 
He produced a letter from his pocket. "This 
oome up in the mail," he said. "It's from Mike 
Gillum. Mike, be writes a middlin' sho't letteh, 
but he says a heap. It was wrote from Riverville, 
Minnesota, on JiJy the tenth." 



"Just found out Huriey is on pay roll of the 
indicate. Look alive. 

" Mike." 

"Double crossed us, '* observed the boy, philo- 
sophically. 

"Yes, an' the wo'st of it is, he wouldn't sign up 
without a two-yeah contract. Said some yeahs a 
boss has bad luck an' he'd ort to be give a chance 
to make good." 

"I'm glad of it," said Connie. "I think he'll 
get his chance, all right." 

Waseche looked at his small partner quizzically. 
"What do yo' mean? " he asked. 

"Let's go to bed. It's late," observed the boy, 
evasivdy. "Maybe in the morning we'll have it 
dic^)ed out." 

At breakfast the following morning Connie 
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looted at Waseche Bill, and Waseche looked at 
Connie. "I guess it's up to me," smiled the 
boy. 

"Yo' mean ?" 

"I mean that the only way to handle this case is 
to handle it hxmi the bottom up. First we've got 
to get this Jake Hurley with the goods, and when 
we've got him out of the way, jump in and show the 
Syndicate that they've run up against an outfit it 
don't pay to monkey with. That timbo* is ours, 
and we're gdng to have iti" 

"That sums the case right pert as fa' as talldn* 
goes, but how we goin' to do it? If we go down 
theah an' kick Huriey out, we've got to pay him fo' 
a whole winteh's wo'k he ain't done an' I'd hate to 
do that. We dcm't ndtheh one of us know enough 
about loggin' to nm the camp, an' if we was to 
hunt up anotheh fo'man, chances is he'd be as bad 
as Hurley, mebbe wo'se." 

"There's no use in both of us going. You're 
needed here, and besides there wouldn't be mudi 
you could do if you were there. Hurley don't 
know me, and I can go down and get enough on 
him by spring to put him away where he can think 
things over for a while. I've just finished a year's 
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experience in handling exactly sudi characters as 
he is." 

Waseche Bill grinned. "I met up with Dan 
McKeeveh comin' in," he said. "Prom what I 
was able to getheh, heahin' him talk, I reckon they 
cain't be many bad men left oveh on the Yukon 
side." 

"Dan was prejudiced," laughed Connie. "I 
did just what any one else would have done — what 
good men any place you put 'em have got to do, 
or they wouldn't be good men. After I'd found 
out what had to be done, I figured out the most 
sensible way of doing it, and then did it the best I 
knew how. I haven't lived with men lil^ you, and 
Dan, and MacDougall. and the rest of the boys, 
for nothing ' ' 

"Jest yo' stick to that way of doin', son, an', I 
reclmn, yoll find it's about all the Bible yo'll need. 
But, about this heah trip to the outside. I sho' 
do hate to have yo' go down theh, so f ah away from 
anywhehs. S'posin' somethin' should happen to 
yo'. Why, I don't reckon I ev^ would get oveh 
blamin' myself fo' lettin' yo' go." 

"Any one would think I was a girl," smiled the 
boy. "But I guess if I can take care of myself up 
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here, I can tumdle anything 111 nin up against 
outside." 

" What do yo' aim to do v^wn yo' get theah ? " 

"The first thing to do win be to hunt up Mike 
Gillum and have a talk with him. After that — 
well, after that. 111 know what to do." 

Waseche Bill r^iarded the boy thoughtfully as 
he passed his fingers slowly back and forth along 
his stub-bearded jaw. "I reckon yo' will, son," 
he said, "from what I know of yo', an' what Dan 
done tol' me, conrin' in, I jest reckon yo' will." 

When Connie Morgan made up his mind to do a 
thing he went ahead and did it. Inside of a week 
the boy had packed his belongii^, bid good-bye 
to Ten Bow, and started upon the journey that was 
to take him far from his beloved Alaska, and plunge 
him into a series of adventures that were to pit 
his wits against the machinations of a sch^ning 
corporation. 
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CHAPTER II 



^ITH a loiigHirawn whistle the great trans- 
continental train ground to a stop at a tiny 
town that consisted simply of a red painted depot, 
a huge water tank, and a dozen or more low frame 
houses, all set in a little clearing that was hardly 
more than a notch in one of the parallel walls of 
pine that flanked the railroad. The coloured porter 
glanced contemptuously out of the window and 
grumUed at the delay. The conductor, a dapper 
little man of blue doth and brass buttons, bustled 
in^)ortantly down the aisle and disappeared 
through the front docn*. Connie raised his window 
and thrust his head out. Oth^ heads protruded 
from the long line of coaches, and up in front men 
were swinging from the platforms to follow the 
trainmen who were hurrying along the sides of the 
cats. Connie arose and made his way forward. 
H 
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Two days and nights in the cramped quarters ct 
the car had irked the boy, used as he was to the 
broad, open places, and it was with a distinct feel- 
ing of relief that he stepped to the ground and 
breathed deeply of the pine-scented air. 

Upon a ^ding stood several flat cars onto whidi 
a dozen or more roughly dressed men were busily 
loading gear and equipment under the eye of a 
massive-framed giant of a man in a shirt of brilliant 
red flannel, who sat dancing his legs from the 
brake wheel of the end car. A stubble of red 
beard covered the man's undershot jaw. The 
visor of a greasy plush cap, pushed well back upon 
his head, disclosed a shock of red hair that nearly 
met the shaggy eyebrows beneath which a pair of 
beady eyes kept tab on the movements (rf his crew. 
To the stalled train, and the people who passed 
dose beside him, the man gave no heed. 

Up ahead, some e^t or ten rods in front of the 
mcmster engine that snorted haughty impatience 
to be gone, Connie saw the cause of the delay. 
A heavy, underslung Ic^^ii^ wagon was stalled 
directly upon the tracks, where it remained fixed 
despite the efforts of the four big horses that were 
dcnng their utmost to move it in response to a loud 
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string of abusive epithets and the stinging blows of 
a heavy whip which the driver wielded with the 
strength of a husky arm. A little knot of men 
collected about the wagon, and the driver, aban- 
doning his vain attempt to start the load, addressed 
the crowd in much the same language he had used 
toward the horses. The train conductor detached 
himself from the group and hurried toward the 
flat cars. 

"Hey, you," he piped, "are you the boss of this 
crew?" 

The huge man upon the brake wheel paid him 
no heed, but bawled a profane reprimand for the 
miqdadng of a coil of wire line. 

"Hey, you, I say!" The little conductor was 
&irly dancing impatience. "You, Red Shirtl 
Are you the boss? " 

The wire line having been shifted to suit him, 
the other condescended to glare down into the 
speaker's face. "I be — ^what's loose with you?" 

"Get that wagon off the track! You've held us 
up ten minutes alreadyl It's an outrage!" 

"Aw, gochaseyersilf! Whad'ye s'pose I care av 
yer tin minutes late, er tin hours? I've got trouble 
av me own." 
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an' we got to lay out the new one an' git it built. 
We wcm't start gittin' out no timber for a month 
yet. I'll git things a goin' an' then slip down an' 
pick up my crew. " 

"Why, haven't you got your crew?" Connie 
glanced at tlie men who lay sprayed in little 
groups along the tops of the cars. 

"Part of it. I'm fetchin' out thirty-five this 
time, lliat's 'not^h to build the new camp an' 
patch up the old one, but when we be^ gittin* 
out the 1<^, this here'U just about make a crew fcr 
the new camp. I figger to work about fifty in the 
cAd one." 

"E>o you boss both camps?" 

Hurly grinned. "Don't I look able?" 

"You sure do, "agreed the boy, with a glance at 
the man's huge bulk. 

"They'll only be three or four miles apart, an" 
I'll put a boss in each cme, an' I'll be the walkin' 
boss." The cars jerked and swayed, as the train 
roared through the jack pine country. 

"I suppose this was all big woods once," ven- 
tured the boy. 

"Naw — not much of it wasn't — not this jack 
pine and scrub spruce country. You can gener'lly 
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always tell what was big timber, an' what wasn't. 
Pine cuttin's don't seed back to pine. These jack 
pines ain't young pine — they're a different tree al- 
together. Years back, the lumbermen wouldn't 
look at nawthin' but white pine, an' only the very 
best of that — but things is different now. Yaller 
pine and spruce lodes good to 'em, an' th^'re even 
cuttin' jack pine, lliey work it up into mine tim- 
bers, an' posts, an' ties, an' paper pulp. What 
with them an' the pig iron ledgers workin' the 
ridges, this here country'll grow up to hazel brush, 
and berries, an' weeds, 'fore your hair turns 
grey." 

"What are pig iron loggers?" asked the boy. 

"The hardwood men. They git out the maple 
an' oak an' birch along the high ground an' ridges 
— they ain't lowers, they jest think they are." 

"You said pine cuttings don't seed back to 
pine?" 

"Naw, it seems funny, but they don't. Old 
cuttin's grow up to popple and scrub oak, like them 
with the red leaves, yonder; or else to hazel brush 
and berries. There used to be a few patches of 
pine through this jack pine country, but it was 
soon cut off. This here trac' we're workin' is 
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about as good as there is left. With a good crew 
we'd ort to make a big cut this winter." 

The wheels pounded noisily at the rail ends as 
the boss's eyes rested upon the men who sat talking 
and laughing among themselves. "An' speakin' 
of crews, this here one's goin' to need some cullin'. " 
He fixed his eyes on the boy with a look almost of 
ferocity. "An' here's another thing that a clerk 
does, that I forgot to mention : He hears an' sees a 
whole lot more'n he talks. You'll bunk in the 
shade with me an' the scaler — an' what's talked 
about in there's our business — d'ye git me?" 

Connie returned the glance fearlessly. ' ' I guess 
you'll know I can keep a thing or two under 
my cap when we get better acquainted," he an- 
swered The reply seemed to satisfy Hiu-ley, who 
continued 

"As I was sayin', they's some of them birds 
ain't goin' to winter through in no camp of mine. 
See them three over there on the end of that next 
car, a tjilldn' to theirselfs. I got an idee they're 
I. W. W.'s — mistrusted they was when I hired 
'em." 

"What are I. W. W.'s?" Connie asked. 

"They're a gang of soeakin' cutthroats that call 
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thdrselfs the Industrial Workers of the World, 
though why they claim they're workers is mra^'n 
what any one knows. They won't work, an' they 
won't let no one else work. The only time tixey 
take a job is when they think there's a chanct to 
sneak around an' put the kibosh on whatever work 
is goin' on. They tell the men they're downtrod 
by capital an' they'd ort to raise up an' kill off the 
bosses an' grab everything fer theirsdfs. Along- 
side of them birds, rattlesnakes an' skunks is good 



"Aren't Uiere any laws that will reach them?" 
"Naw," growled Hurley in disgust. "When 
they git arrested an' convicted, the rest of 'em 
raises such a howl that capital owns the courts, an' 
the judges is told to hang all the workin' men they 
kin, an' a lot of rot like that, till the governors git 
cold feet an' pardon them. If the government 
used 'em right, it'd outlaw the whole kaboodle of 
'em. Some governors has got the nerve to tell 'em 
where to head in at — ^Washington, an' California, 
an' Minnesota, too, is comtn' to it. They're 
gittin' in thear dirty work in the woods — but be- 
lieve me, ihey won't git away with nothin' in my 
campsi I'm just a-layin' an' a-honin' to tear loose 
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oa 'em. Them three birds over there is gem' to 
need help when I git through with 'em." 

"Why don't you fire 'em now?" 

"Not me. I want 'em to start somethin'l I 
want to g[it a crack at 'em. There's three things 
don't go in my camps — gamblin', booze, an' I. 
W. W.'s. I've logged frwn the State of Maine 
to Or^on an' halfways back. I've saw good camps 
an' bad ones a-plenty, an' I never seen no trouble 
in the woods that couldn't be charged up ag'in' 
one of them three." 

The train stopped at a little station and Hurley 
rose with a yawn. "Guess I'll go have a look at 
the horses," he said, and clambered down the 
ladder at the end of the car. 

The boss did not return when the train moved chi 
and the boy sat upon the top of the jolting, sway- 
ing box car and watched the ever changii^ woods 
slip southward. Used as he was to the wide open 
places, Connie gEized spellbound at the daz2ling 
brilliance of the autumn foliage. Poplar and birch 
woods, flaunting a sea of bright yellow leaves above 
white trunks, were interspersed with dark thickets 
of scarlet oak and blazing sumac, which in turn 
gave place to the dark green sweep of a tamarack 
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swamp, or a long stretch of scrubby jack pine. At 
frequent intervals squared clearings appeared in 
the endless succession of forest growth, where little 
groups of cattle browsed in the golden stubble of a 
field. A prim, white painted farmhouse, with its 
tug red bam and its setting of conical grain stacks 
would flash past, and again the train would plunge 
between the walls of vivid foliage, or roar across 
a trestle, or whiz aloi^ the shore of a beautiful 
land-locked lake whose clear, cold waters sparkled 
dazzlingly in the sunlight as the light breeze rippled 
itssuiface. 

Every few miles, to the accompaniment of 
shrieking brake shoes, the train would slow to a 
stop, and rumble onto a siding at some little flat 
town, to allow a faster train to hurl past in a rush 
of smdce, and dust, and deafening roar, and whistle 
screams. Then the wheezy engine would nose out 
onto the main track, back into another siding, pick 
up a box car or two, ^tot an empty at the grain 
spout of a s^fging red-brown elevator, and couple 
onto the train again with a jolt that threatened to 
bounce the cars from the rails, and caused the im- 
prisoned horses to stamp and snort nervously. 
The conductor would wave his arm and, after a 
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series of preliminary jerks that threatened to tear 
out the drawbars, the train would rumble on its 
way. 

At one of these stations a longer halt than usual 
was made while train crew and lumberjacks 
crowded the counter of a slovenly little restaurant 
upon whose fly swarming counter doughnuts, 
sandwiches, and pies of several kinds reposed be- 
neath inv^ed semispherical screens that served 
as pristms for innumerable fiies. 

"The ones that wiggles on yer tongue is flies, £in' 
the ones that don't is apt to be blueberries," ex- 
plained a big lumberjack to Connie as he bit 
hugely into a wedge of purplish pie. Connie se- 
lected doughnuts and a bespeckled sandwich 
which he managed to wash down with a few mouth- 
fuls of mud-colotired cofitee, upon the surface of 
wbidi floated so^;y grounds and flakes of soured 
milk. 

"Flies is healthy, " opined the greasy proprietor, 
noting the look of disgust with which the boy eyed 
the filthy layout. 

"I should think they would be. You don't be- 
lieve in starving them, " answered the boy, and a 
roar of laughter went up from the loggers who pro- 
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ceeded to "kid" the proprietor unmercifully as he 
relapsed into surly mutterings about the dire future 
in store for "fresh brats." 

During the afternoon the poplar and birch woods 
and the flaming patches of scarlet oak and sumac, 
gave place to the dark green of pines. The farms 
became fewer and farther between, and the dis- 
tance increased between the little towns, where, 
instead of grain elevators, appeared dilapidated 
sawmills, whose saws had long Iain idle. Mere 
ghosts of towns, these, whose day had passed with 
the passing of the timber that had been the sole ex- 
cuse for their existence. But, towns whose few 
remaining inhabitants doggedly clung to their 
homes and assured each other with pathetic per- 
sistence, as they grubbed in the sandy soil of thdr 
stump-studded gardens, that with the coming of 
the farmers the town would step into its own as the 
centre of a wonderfully prosperous agricultural 
community. Thus did the residents of each dead 
little town believe implicitly in the future of 
their own town, and prophesy with jealous v^e- 
mence the absolute decadence of all neighbouring 
towns. 

Toward the middle of the afternoon a boy, whom 
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Connie had noticed talking and laughing with the 
three lumberjacks Hurley suspected of being I. 
W. W.'s, walked along the tops <A the swaying cars 
and seated himsdf beside him. Producing paper 
and tobacco he turned his back to the wind and 
rolled a cigarette, which he lighted, and blew a 
cloud of smoke into Connie's face. He was not a 
prepossessing boy, with his out-bulging forehead 
and stooping shoulders. Apparently he was about 
two years Connie's senior. 

"Want the makin'sF" he snarled, by way c£ in- 
troduction. 

"No thanks. I don't smoke." 

The other favoured him with a sidewise glance. 
"Oh, you don't, hey? My name's Steve Motley, 
an' I'm a bear-cat — me/ I'm cookee of this here 
camp — be'n in the woods goin' on two years. Ever 
work in the woods 7 " 

Connie shook his head. "No,"he answered, "I 
never worked in the woods." 

"Whatcha done, th^i? You don't look like no 
dty kid." 

"Why, I've never done much of anything to 
speak of — just knocked around a little." 

" Wdl, you'll knock around some more 'fore you 



by Google 



42 Connie Morgan in the Lumber Camps 

git through this winter. We're rough guys, us 
lumberjacks is, an' we don't like greeners. I 'spect 
though, you'll be runiiin' home to yer ma 'fore 
SQOW flies. It gits forty below, an' the snow gits 
three foot deep in the woods." Connie seemed 
unimpressed by this announcement, and Steve 
continued: "They say you're goin' to do the 
deridn' fer the outfit. Hurley, he wanted me to 
do the clerkin', but I wouldn't do no derkin' fer 
no man. Keep all them different kind of books 
an' git cussed up cme side an' down t'other fer 
diargin' 'em up with somethin' they claim they 
never got out'n the wanagan. Not on yer life — 
all I got to do is hdp the cook. We're gettin' 
dost to Dogfish Spur now, an' the camp's twenty- 
sevea mile oS'n the railroad. Guess you won't 
feel lost nor nothin' when you git so far back in the 
big sticks, hey?" 

Conniesmiled. "That's an awfully long ways," 
he admitted. 

"You bet it isl An' the woods is full cd 
wolves an' besirs, an' bobcats! If I was fig- 
gerin' on quittin' I'd quit 'fore I got into the 
timber." 

The tnun was slowing down, and Steve arose. 
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"Y'ain't told me yer name, greenerl Y'better 
learn to be civil amongst us guys." 

Connie met the bullying look of the other with a 
smile. "My name is Connie Morgan," he said, 
quietly, "and, I forgot to mention it, but I did 
hold down one job for a year. " 

"In the woods?" 

"Well, not exactly. Over across the line it was." 

"Acrost the line — in Canady? What was you 
doin* in Canady?" 

"Taming 'bear-cats' for the Government," 
answered the boy, dryly, and rose to his feet just 
as Hurley approached, making his way over the 
tops cA the cars. 

"You wait till I git holt of youl" hissed Steve, 
scowling. "You think y're awful smart when 
y're around in under Hurley's nose. But I'll show 
you how us guys handles the boss's pets when he 
ain't around." The boy hurried away as Hurley 
approached. 

"Be'n gittin' in his brag on ye?" grinned the 
boss, as his eyes followed the retreating back. 
"He's no good — all mouth. But he's bigger'n 
what you be. If he tries to start anything just 
lam him over the head with anything that's handy. 
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He'll leave you be, ODct he's found out you mean 



"Oh, I guess we won't have any trouble," an- 
swered Connie, as he fcdlowed Hurley to the 
ground. 
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CHAPTER IV 

CONNIE TAMES A BEAX-CAT 

A S the cars came to rest upon the spur, plank 
■*^ runways were placed in position and the 
horses led to the ground and tied to trees. All 
hands pitched into the work of unloading. Wag- 
ons appeared and were set up as if by magic as, 
under the boss's direction, suppUes and equipment 
were hustled from the cars. 

"You come along with us," said Hurley, indi- 
cating a tote wagon into which men were loading 
suppUes. "I'm takin' half a dozen- of the boys 
out tonight to kind of git tiie camp in shape. It'll 
take four or five days to haul this stuff an' you can 
help along till the teams start comin', an' then 
you've got to check the stuff in. Here's your lists 
— supplies on that one, and equipment on this. 
Don't O. K. nothin' till it's in the stordiouse or 
the cook's camp or wherever it goes to." 
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Connie took the papers and, throwing his turkey 
onto the load, climbed up and took his place beside 
the men. The teamster cracked his whip and the 
four rangy horses started away at a brisk trot. 

For five miles or so, as it followed the hij^er 
ground of a hardwood ridge, the road was fairly 
good, then it plunged directly into the pines and 
after that there was no trotting. Mile after mile 
the horses plodded on, the wheels sinking half-way 
to the hubs in the soft dry sand, or, in the lower 
places, dropping to the axles into chuck holes and 
plowing through sticky mud that fell from the 
spokes and felloes in great chunks. Creeks were 
forded, and swamps crossed on long stretches of 
corduroy that threatened momentarily to loosen 
every bolt in the wagon. As the team swung from 
the hardwood ridge, the men leaped to the ground 
and followed on foot. They were a cheerful lot, 
always ready to lend a hand in helping the horses 
up the hill, or in lifting a wheel from the clutch 
of some particularly bad chuck hole. Connie 
came in for a share of good-natured banter, tiiat 
took the form, for the most part, c^ speculation 
upon how long he would last ' ' hoofing it on shank's 
mares," and advice as to how to stick on the 
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wagon when he shotild get tired out. TTie boy an- 
swered all the chafing with a smiling good humour 
that won the regard of the roug^ lumberjacks as 
his tramping mile after mile through the sand and 
mud without any apparent fatigue won their secret 
admiration. 

"He's a game \m" whispered Saginaw Ed, as 
he tramped beside Swede Larson, whose pale blue 
eyes rested upon the back of the sturdy little figure 
that plodded ahead of them. 

"Yah, ay tank hay ban' valk befoor. Hay 
ain' drag hees foot lak he gon' for git tire out 
queek. Ay bat ju a tollar he mak de camp wit'out 
ride." 

"You're on," grinned Saginaw, "an", at that, 
you got an even break. I can't see he's wobblin' 
none yet, an' it's only nine or ten miles to go. I 
wished we had that wapple-jawed, cigarette- 
smokin' cookee along — I'd like to see this un show 
him up." 

"Hay show ham up a'rat — ju yoost vait." 

Twilight deepened and the forest road became 
dim with black shadows. 

"The moon'll be up directly," observed Hurley, 
who was walking beside Comiie. "But it don't 
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give none too much light, nohow, here in the woods. 
I've got to go on ahead and pilot." 

"I'll go with you," said the boy, and Hurley 
^ed him closely. 

"Say, kid, don't let these here jay-hawkers talk 
ye inter walkin' yerself to dealii. They don't like 
nawtbin' better'n to make a greener live hard. 
LfCI 'em yelp theirself hoarse an' when you git 
tuckered jest you climb up beside Frenchy there 
an' take it easy. You got to git broke in kind of 
slow to start off with an' take good care of yer 
fe^." 

"Oh, I'm not tired. I like to walk," answered 
the boy, and grinned to himself. "Wonder what 
he'd think if he knew about some of the trails I've 
hit. I guess it would make his little old twenty- 
mile hike shrink some." 

As they advanced into the timber the road be- 
came worse, and Connie, who had never handled 
horsK, wondered at the dexterity with which 
Frenchy guided the four-horse tote-team among 
stumps and chuck holes, and steep pitches. Every 
little way it was necessary for Hurley to call a halt, 
f^iile the men chopped a log, or a thick mat of 
t(^}s from the road. It was nearly midnight when 
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the team swung into a wide clearing so overgrown 
that hardly more than the roofs of the low log 
boildii^ showed above the tops of the brambles 
and tall horseweed stalks. 

"All right, boys!" called the boss. "We won't 
bother to imload only what we need for supper. 
Don't start no fire in the big range tonight. Here, 
you, Saginaw, you play cook. You can boil a 
batch of tea and fry some bam on the oflBce stove — 
an' don't send no more sparks up the stovepipe 
than what you need to. If fire got started in these 
weeds we'd have two camps to build instead of 
one; Swede, you help Frenchy with the horses, an* 
yoas other fellows fill them lanterns an' git what 
you need unloaded an' cover the wagon with a 
tarp." 

"What can I do?" asked Connie. Hurley eyed 
him with a laugh. "Gosh sakes! Ain't you 
petered out yet? Well, go ahead and help Sag- 
inaw with the supper — the can stuff and dishes is 
on the hind end of the load." 

The following days were busy ones for Connie. 
Men and teams laboured over the road, hauling 
supplies and equipment from the railway, while 
other men attactred the weed-choked clearing with 
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brush-scythes and mattoclcs, and made necessary 
repairs about the camp. It was the boy's duty to 
check all inccmiing material whether of supplies or 
equipment, and between the arrival of teams he 
found time to make himself useful in the chinkiiig 
of camp buildings and in numerous other ways. 

"I'll show you about the books, now," said 
Hurley <me evening as they sat in the office, or 
boss's camp, as the small building that stood <^ by 
itself was called. This room was provided with 
two rude pine desks with split log stools. A large 
air-tight stove occupied the centre of the floor, 
and two double-tier bunks were built against the 
wall. The wanagan chests were also ranged along 
the log wall into which pins had been inserted for 
the hanging of snow-shoes, rifles, and clothing. 

Tlie boss took from his desk several books. 
"This one," he b^an, "is the wanagan book. If 
a wan^ah book is kep' right ye never have no 
trouble — if it ain't ye never have nawthin' else. 
Some outfits gouge the men on the wanagan — I 
don't. I don't even add haulin' cost to the price — 
they can git tobacker an' whatever th^ need jest 
as cheap here as what they could in town. But 
they've be'n cheated so much with wanagans that 
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they expect to be. The best way to keep 'em 
from growlin' is to name over the thing an' the 
price to 'em after they've bought it, even if it's 
only a dime's worth of tobacker. Then jest name 
off the total that's ag'in' 'em — ^ye can do that by 
settin' it down to one side with a pencil each time. 
That don't never give them a chanct to kick, an' 
they soon find it out. I don't run no 'dollar you 
got, dollar you didn't get, an' dollar you ort to got ' 
outfit. They earn what's comin' to 'em. Some 
augers they might as well gouge 'fxn 'cause they go 
an' blow it all in anyhow, soon as they get to 
town — but what's that any of my business? It's 
theim. 

"This here book is the time book. Git yer pen, 
now, an' I'll call ye oS the names an' the wages an' 
you can set 'em down." When the task was com- 
pleted the boss continued: "Ye know about the 
supply book, an' here's the log book — but ye 
won't need that fer a while yit. I've got to cruise 
around tomorrow an' find a location fer the new 
camp. I want to git it. laid out as quick as I can 
GO the men can git to cuttin' the road through. 
Then they can git to work on the biiildin's while 
I go back an' fill me out a crew. 
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"Wish't yon'd slip over to the men's camp an' 
tell Saginaw I want to see him. I'll make him 
straw boss while I am gone — the men like him, an' 
at the same time they know he won't stand for no 
monkey business." 

"What's a straw boss?" asked the boy. 

"He's the boss that's boss when the boss ain't 
around," explained Hurley, as Connie put on his 
cap and proceeded to the men's camp, a long log 
building fnxn whose windows yellow lampli^^t 
shone. The moment he opened the door he was 
thankftd indeed, that Hurley had invited him to 
share the boss's camp. Although the night was not 
cold, a fire roared in the huge box stove that occu- 
pied the centre of the long room. A fine drizzle 
bad set in early in the afternoon, and the drying 
racks about the stove were ladened with the rain- 
dampened garmoits oi the men. Steam irom 
these, mingled with the smoke from thirty-odd 
pipes and the reek of drying rubbers and socks, 
rendered the air of the bunk house thick with an 
odorous fog that nearly stifled Connie as he stepped 
into the superheated interior. 

Seated upon an upper bunk with his feet dan- 
gling over the edg^ one of the men was playing 
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vodfetously upon a dteap hannonica, irtule othos 
sat about upon rude benches or the edges of bunks 
Ustening or talking. Hie boy made his way over 
the uneven floor, stained with dark splotches of 
tobacco juice, toward the farther end of the room, 
T^ere Saginaw Ed was helping Prenchy mend a 
piece of harness. 

As he passed a bunk midway of the room, Steve 
rose to his feet and confronted him. "Hal Here's 
the greener kid — the boss's pet that's too good to 
bunk in the men's camp I Whatchu doin' in here? 
Did Hurley send you after some strap oil?" As 
the two boys stood facing each other in the middle 
of the big rocan the men saw that the codeee was 
the taller and the heavier of the two. The har- 
monica st<9ped and the men glanced ia grinnij^ 
expectatim at the two figures. Steve's sneering 
laugh sounded startingly loud in the sudden si- 
lence. "He made his brag he used to tame bear- 
cats over in Canadyl" he said. "Wdl, I'm a 
bear-cat — come on an' tame me! I'm wild!" 
Reaching swiftly the boy jerked the cap from 
Connie's head and hurled it across the rocon where 
it lodged in an upper bunk. Some of the mea 
laughed, but there were oUiers who did not lau^i — 



by Google 



54 Connie Morgan in tiie Lumber Camps 

those who noted the slight paling of the smaller 
boy's face and the stiffening of his muscles. With 
hardly a glance at Steve, Connie stepped around 
him and walked to where Saginaw Ed sat, an 
interested spectator of the scene. 

"The boss wants to see you in the office," he 
said, and turning on his heel, retraced his steps. 
Steve stood in the middle of the floor where he 
had left him, the sneering smile still upon his lips. 

"I believe he's goin' to cry," he taimted, and 
again some men laughed. 

"What is it you say you are? I don't beheve 
they all heard you." Again Connie was facing 
him, and his voice was steady and very low. 

"I'm a bear-cat!" 

Connie stretched out his arm: "Give me my 
cap, please, I'm in a hurry." The boy seized the 
hand roughly, which was just what Connie ex- 
pected, and the next instant his other hand closed 
about Steve's wrist and quick as a flash he whirled 
and bent sharply forward. There was a shrill yelp 
of pain as the older boy shot over Connie's lowered 
shoulder and struck with a thud upon the uneven 
floor. The next instant Ccmnie was astride the 
prostrate form and with a hand at his elbow and 
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another at his wrist, slowly forced the boy's arm 
upward between his shoulder blades. 

"0-0H3, O-w-w!" howled Steve. "Take him 
oR\ He's killin' me!" Roars of laughter filled 
the room as the lumberjacks looked on with shouts 
of encouragemoit and approval. The cookee con- 
tinued to howl and b^. 

"Once more, now, " said Connie, easing up a bit 
on the arm. "Tell them what you are." 

"Le' me upl Yer broke my arm!" 

"Oh, no I didn't." Connie increased the pres- 
sure. "Come on, tell them what you told them a 
minute ago. Some of them look as if they dcm't 
believe it." 

"O-w-w, I'm. a-a bear — cat — O-w-wl" whim- 
pered the boy, with such a shame-faced expression 
that the men roared with delight. 

Connie rose to his feet. "Climb up there and 
get my cap, and bring it down and hand it to me," 
he ordered tersdy. "And the next time you fed 
wild, just let me know." 

For only an instant the boy locdced into the blue- 
grey eyes that regarded him steadily and then 
sullenly, without a word, he stepped cmto the 
lower bunk, groped for a moment in the upper one 
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and handed Connie his cap. A moment later the 
boy, accompanied by Saginaw Ed, stepped out into 
the night, but Saginaw saw what Connie did not — 
the look of crafty malevolence that flashed into 
Steve's eyes as they followed the departing pair. 

"By jiminetty, kid, y're all right!" approved 
theman, as they walked toward the c^ce. "That 
was as handy a piece of work as I ever seen, an' 
they ain't a man in camp'U fergit it. You're therel 
But keep yer eye on that cookee — he's a bad egg. 
Them kind can't take a Uckin' like a man. Hell 
lay fer to git even, if it takes him all winter — ^not so 
much fer what you done to him as where you done 
it — ^with the men all lookin' on. They never will 
quit raggin' him with his bear-cat stuff — an' he 
knows it." 



by Google 



BVKLBY LAYS OUT THE NEW CiUfP 

"IXTANT to go long?" asked Hurley, the 
" ' morning after the "bear-cat" incident, as 
he and Connie were returning to the o£Eice from 
breakfast at the cook's camp. ' ' I've got to locate 
the new camp an' then we'll blaze her out an' 
blaze the road so S^naw can keep the men 
goin'." The boy eagerly assented, and a few 
moments later they started. Hurley carrying an 
axe, and Connie with a light hand-axe thrust into 
his belt. Turning nrath, they followed the river. 
It was slow travelling, for it was necessary to 
explore every ravine in search of a spot where a 
road crossing could be effected without building a 
bridge. Tlie spot located, Hurley would blaze 
a tree and they would strike out for the next 
ravine. 

"It ain't like we had to build a log road," 
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explained the boss, as he blazed a point that, to 
Connie, looked like an impossible crossing. ' ' Each 
camp will have its own rollways an' all we need is a 
tote road between 'em. Frenchy Lamar can put 
a team anywhere a cat will go. He's the best 
band with horses on the job, if he is a jumper." 

"What's a jumper?" asked Connie. 

"Youll find Uiat out fast enough. Jumpin' 
a man generally means a fight in the woods — an' I 
don't blame 'em none, neither. If I was a jumper 
an' a man jumped me, he'd have me to lick after- 
wards — an' if any one jumps a jimiper into hittin' 
me, hell have me to lick, too." 

When they had proceeded fen* four or five miles 
Hurley turned again toward the river and for two 
hours or more studied the ground minutely for a 
desirable location for the new camp. Up and 
down the bank, and back into the woods he paced, 
noting in his mind every detail of the lay of the 
land "Here'd be the best place for the camp 
if it wasn't fer that there sand bar that mi^t 
raise thunder when we come to bust out the roll- 
ways, " he explained, as l^ey sat down to eat thdr 
Itmch at midday. "There ain't no good rollway 
ground for a half a mile below tiie bai^-an' tiiey 
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ain't no use makin' the men walk any furthur'n 
what they have to 'specially at night vAen tiiey've 
put in a hard day's work. We'll drop back an' 
lay her out below — it ain't quite as level, but itil 
save time an' a lot of man-power." 

As Ccmnie ate his lunch he puzzled mightily 
over Hurley. He had journeyed from far off 
Alaska for the purpose <^ bringii^ to justice a 
man who had swindled him and his partner out of 
thousands of dollars worth t^ timber. His ex- 
perience with the Mounted had taught him that, 
with the possible exception of Notorious Bishop 
whose consummate nerve had commanded the 
respect even of the oflBcers whose business it was 
to hunt him down, law-breakers were men who 
possessed few if any admirable qualities. Yet 
here was a man who, Connie was forced to admit, 
possessed many such qualities. His first concern 
seemed to be for the comfort of his men, and 
his orders r^arding the keeping of the wanf^an 
book showed that it was his intention to deal with 
them fairly. His attitude toward the despicable 
I. W. W.'s was the attitude that the boy knew 
would have been taken by any of the big men of 
the North whose rugged standards he had un- 
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consciously adopted as his own. He, himself, 
had been treated by the boss with a blufi friendli- 
ness — and he knew that, despite Kuril's bluster- 
ing gniffness, the men, with few exceptions, lilced 
him. The boy frankly admitted that had he not 
known Hurley to be a crook he too would have 
Ukedhim. 

Lundieon over, the boss arose and lighted his 
pipe: Wdl, 'spose we just drop back an' lay out 
the camp, then on the way home we'll line up the 
road an' take some of the kinks out of it an' 
Saginaw can jump the men into it tomorrow 
momin'." They had proceeded but a short 
distance when the man pointed to a track in the 
scrfter ground of a low swale: "Deer passed here 
this momin'," he observed. "The season opens 
next week, an' I expect I won't be back with the 
crew in time for the fun. If you'd like to try yer 
hand at it, yer welcome to my rifle. I'll dig you 
out some shells tonight if you remind me to." 

"I believe I will have a try at 'em," said Ccnmie, 
as he examined the tracks; "there were two deer — 
a doe, and a half-grown fawn, and there was a 
loup-cervier following them — that's why they 
were hitting for the river." 
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Hurley stared at the boy in open-mouthed 
astonishment: "Twooky here, kid, I thought you 
said you never worked in the woods beforel" 

Connie smiled: "I never have, but I've 
bunted some, up across the line." 

"I guess you've hunted some, all right," 
observed the boss, drily; "I wondered how it 
come you wasn't petered out that night we come 
into the woods Wherever you've hunted ain't 
none of my business. When a man's goin' good, 
I b'Heve in tellin' him so — same's I blieve in 
tellin' him good an' plain when he ain't. You've 
made a good start. Saginaw told me about 
what you done to that mouthy cookee. That 
was all right, fer as it went. If I'd be'n you I'd 
a punched his face fer him when I had him down 
*til he hollered ' 'nough' — but if you wanted to let 
him oS that hain't ncme of my business — ^jest you 
keep yer eye on him, that's all — he's dirty. 
Guess I didn't make no mistake puttin' you in 
fer derk — you've learnt to keep yer eyes open — 
that's the main thing, an' mebbe itll stand you 
good 'fore this winter's over. There's more'n 
I. W. W.'s is the matter with tiiis camp — " The 
boss stopped abruptly and, eyeing the boy shar[dy, 
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iq>eated his wanung of a few days before: 
"Keep yer mouth shet. There's me, an' Saginaw, 
an' Lon Camden — She'll be the scaler, an' whoever 
bosses Nomber Two Camp — Slue Foot Magee, if 
I can git holt of him. He was my straw-boss 
last year. If you've got anythin' to say, say it to 
vs. Don't never tell nothin' to nobody else about 
nothin' that's any 'count — see?" 

"You can depend on me for that," answered 
the boy, and Hurley picked up his axe. 

"Come on, le's git that camp laid out. We 
won't git nothin' done if we stand 'rotmd gassin' 
all day." The two followed down the river to 
the point indicated by Hurley vbere the banks 
sloped steeply to the water's edge, well below the 
long shallow bar that divided the current of 
the river into two channels. As they tramped 
through the timber Connie puzzled over the 
won^ of the boss. Well he knew that there was 
something wrong in camp beside the I. W. W.'s. 
But why should Hurley speak of it to him? And 
T^y should he be pleased at the boy's hatnt oi 
observation? "Maybe he thinks I'll tiirow in 
with him on the deal," he thought: "Well, he's 
got an awful jolt coming to him if he does — ^but. 
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things couldn't have broken better for me, at 
that." 

At the top of the steep bank Htirley blazed 
some trees, and with a heavy black pencil, printed 
the letter R in the centre of the flat, white scars. 
"That'll show 'em where to dear fer the roll- 
ways," he explained, then, striking strai^t bade 
bom the river for about twenty rods, he blazed a 
large tree. Tumii^ at right ai^es, he proceeded 
about twenty five rods parallel with the river 
bank and made a similar blaze. "That gives 'em 
the corners fer the deaxin', an' now fer spottin' 
the buildin's." Back and forth over the ground 
went Uie man, pausing now and then to blaze a 
tree and mark it wiUi the initial of the building 
whose site it marked. "We don't have to comer 
these," he explained, "Saginaw knows how big 
to build 'em — the trees marie their centre." The 
sun hung low when the task was completed. 
"Youstrikeout fortheheadof the nearest ravine," 
said Hurley, "an' when you come to the tree we 
blazed comin' up, you holler. Then 111 blaze 
the tote road to you, an' you can slip on to tiie 
next one. Straighten her out as much as you can 
by holdin' away from the short ravines." Connie 
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was surprised at the rapidity with which Huiiey 
followed, pausing every few yards to scar a tree 
with a angje blow of his axe. 

The work was completed in the dark and as 
they emeT:ged onto the clearing Hurley ^ain 
regarded the boy with approval: "Vou done 
fine, kid. They's plenty of older hands than you 
be, that would of had trouble locarin' th^n blazes 
in the night, but you hned right out to 'em like 
you was follerin' a string. Come on, well go 
wash up an' see what the cook's got fer us." 

After supper Saginaw Ed received his final 
insbiictions, and early next morning Hurley struck 
out on foot fer Dogfish Spur. "So long, kid," 
he called from the ofiSce door. "I l^t the shells 
on top of my desk an' yonder hangs the rifie. I 
was goin' to give you a few pointers, but from what 
I seen yeste'day, I don't guess you need none 
about huntin'. I might be back in a week an' 
it might be two 'cordtn' to how long it takes me 
to pick up a crew. I've got some men waitin' on 
me, but 111 have to rustle up the balance wherever 
I can git 'em. I told Saginaw he better move 
his turkey over here while I'm gone. Youll find 
Saginaw a rough-bark piece of timber — ^but he's 
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sound clean plumb through to the heart, an' if 
you don't know it now, before this winter's over 
yer goin' to find out that them's the kind to tie to 
— when you kin find 'em." 

Connie gazed after the broad-shouldered form 
'til it disappeared from sight around a bend of the 
tote road, then he turned to his boolcs with a 
puzzled expression. "Either Mike Gillum was 
wrong, or Huriey's the biggest bluffer that ever 
lived," he muttered, "and which ever way it is 
m Icnow by spring." 

Saginaw put his whole crew at work on the 
tote road. Sapli:^ and brush were cleared away 
and thrown to the side. Trees were fdled, the 
larger ones to be banked on the skidways and 
later hauled to the roUways to await the spring 
break'up, and the smaller ones to be collected 
and hauled to the new camp for building material. 

Connie's duties were very light and he spent 
much time upcm the new tote road watching the 
men with whom he had become a great favourite. 
Tiring of that, he would talffi long tramps through 
the woods and along the banks cd the numerous 
little lakes that besprinlded the country, searching 
for saga, so that, when the deer season opened he 
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would not have to hunt at random, but could 
stalk his game at the watering places. 

"Whar's yer gun, sonny?" called out a lanky 
sawyer as the boy started upon one of these 
excursions. 

"Hay ain' need no gun," drawled Swede Larson, 
with a prodigious wink that distorted one whole 
ade of his face. "Ay tank he gon fer hont some 
bear-cat." And the lau£^ter that followed tdd 
Connie as he proceeded on his way, that his 
handling of Steve had met the universal approval 
of the crew. 

It was upon his return from this expedition that 
the boy witnessed an actual demonstration (tf 
the effect of sudden su^estion upon a jumper. 
Frenchy Lamar pulled his team to the side of the 
roadway and drew his watch from his podKt. 
At the same time, Pierce, cme of the I. W. W. sus- 
pects, slipped up behind him and bringing the flat 
of his hand down upon Frenchy's shoulder, cried: 
"throw it." Frenchy threw it, and the watch 
dropped with a jai^e of glass and useless wheels 
at the foot of a tree. The next instant Frenchy 
Trtiirled upon his tormentor with a snail. Tlie 
man, who had no stomach for an open fight. 
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turned to run but the Frenchman was too quick 
for him. The other two I. W. W.'s started to 
their pal's assistance but were halted abruptly, 
and none too gently by other members of the 
crew. "Fight!" "Fight!" The cry was taken 
up by those nearby and all within hearing rushed 
gleefully to the spot. The teamster was popular 
among the men and he fought amid cries of advice 
and encouragement; "Soak 'im good, Prenchyl" 
"Don't let 'im holler "nough' till he's down!" 

Tlie combat was short, but very decisive. 
Many years' experience in the lumber woods had 
taught Prenchy the art of self-defence by force 
of fist — not, perhaps, the most exalted form of 
asserting a right nor of avenging a wrong — but, 
in the rougher walks of life, the most thoroughly 
practical, and the most honoumble. So, when the 
teamster returned to his horses a few minutes 
later, it was to leave Pierce whimpering upon 
the ground nursing a badly swollen and rapidly 
purpling eye, the while he muttered incoherent 
threats of dire vengeance. 
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THE T. W. W. SHOWS ITS HAND 

"/'^HANGED yer job?" inquired Saginaw Ed, 
^-^ sleepily a few mOTnings later when Connie 

slipped quietly from his bunk and lighted the oil 

lamp. 

"Not yet," smiled the boy. "Why?" 

"No one but teamsters gits up at this time of 

night — you got an hour to sleep yet." 
"This is the first day of the season, and I'm 

going out and get a deer." 
Saginaw laughed : "Oh, yer goin' out an' git a 

deer — jest like roUin' oS a log! You might's well 

crawl back in bed an' wait fer a snow. Deer 

htmtin' without snow is like fishin' without bait — 

you might snag onto one, but the chances is all 

again' it." 
"Bet I'll kill a deer before I get back," laughed 

the boy. 

69 
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"Better pack up yer turkey an' fix to stay a 
long time then," twitted Saginaw. "But, I won't 
bet — it would be like stealin' — an' besides, I lost 
one bet on you a'ready." 

The teamsters, their lanterns swinging, were 
straggling toward the stable as the boy crossed 
the clearing. 

"Hey, w'at you gon keel, de bear-cat?" called 
Prenchy. 

"Deer," answered Connie with a grin. 

"Ho! She ain' no good for hont de deer! She 
too mooch no snow. De groun' she too moodi 
dry. De deer, she hear you comin' wan mile too 
queek, den she ron way ver' fas', an' you no kin 
trade heem." 

"Never mind about that," parried the boy, 
"I'll be in tonight, and in the morning you can 
go out and help me pack in the meat." 

"A'm help you breeng in de meat, a'ri. Ba 
Gossl A'm lak A'm git to bite me on chonk dat 
venaison." 

Connie proceeded as rapidly as the HarlfTiPjap 
would permit to the shore of a marshy lake some 
three or four miles from camp, and secreted him- 
self behind a windfall, thirty yards ixcxa the trail 
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made by the deer in going down to drink. Just 
at daybreak a slight sound' attracted his attention, 
and peering through the screen ot tangled branches, 
the boy saw a large doe picking her way cautiously 
down the trail. He watched in silence as she 
advanced, halted, sniffed the air suspiciously, and 
passed on to the water's edge. Lowerii^ her head, 
she rubbed an inquisitive nose upon the surface 
of the thin ice that sealed the shallow bay of the 
little lake. A red tongue darted out and licked 
at the ice and she pawed daintily at it with a 
small front foot. Then, raisii^thefoot, she brought 
it sharply down, and the knifelike hoof cut throu^^ 
the ice as though it were paper. Pleased with 
the performance she pawed again and again, 
throwing the cold water in every direction and 
seeming to find great delight in crushing the ice 
into the tiniest fragments. Tiring of this, she 
paused and sniffed the air, turning her big ears 
backward and forward to catch the slightest 
sound that might mean danger. Then, she drank 
her fill, made her way back up the trail, and 
disappeared into the timber. A short time later 
another, smaller doe followed by a spring fawn, 
went down, and allowing them to pass unhanned. 
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Connie settled himself to wait for worthier game. 
An hour passed during' which the boy ate part of 
the liberal lunch with which the cook had provided 
him. Just as he had about given up hope of see- 
ing any further game, a sharp crackling of twigs 
sounded directly before him, and a beautiful 
five-prong buck broke into the trail and stood 
with uplifted head and nostrils a-quiver. With- 
out taking his eyes from the buck, Connie reached 
for his rifle, but just as he raised it from the 
ground its barrel came in contact with a dry branch 
which snapped with a sound that rang in the boy's 
ears like the report of a cannon. With a peculiar 
whistling snort of fear, the buck turned and 
bounded crashing away throu^ the undergrowth. 
Connie lowered the rifle whose sights bad been 
trained upon the white "flag" that bobbed up 
and down until it was lost in the thick timber. 

"No use taking a chance shot," he muttered, 
disgustedly. "If I should hit him I would only 
wound him, and I couldn't track him down with- 
out snow. I sure am glad nobody was along to see 
that, or ttiey never would have quit joshing me 
about it." Mouldering his rifle he proceeded 
Idsurely toward anbther lake where he had spotted 
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a 'vrater-trail, and thro^vii^ himself down behind 
a fallen log, slept for several hours. When he 
awoke the sun was well into the west and he 
finished his lunch and made ready to wait for his 
deer, taking good care this time that no twig or 
branch should interfere with the free use of his gun. 

At sunset a four-prong buck made his way 
cautiously down the trail and, waiting 'til the 
animal came into full view, Connie rested his 
rifle across the log and fired at a point just behind 
the Moulder. It was a cle£in shot, straight 
through the heart, and it was but the work of a 
few moments to bleed, and draw him. Althot^h 
not a large buck, Connie found that it was more 
than he could do to hang him clear of the wolves, 
so he resorted to the simple expedient of peeling 
a few saplings and laying them across the carcass. 
This method is always safe where game or meat 
must be left exposed for a night or two, as the 
prowlers fear a trap. However, familiarity breeds 
contempt, and if left too long, some animal is 
almost sure to discover the ruse. 

Packing the heart, liver, and tongue, Connie 
struck out swiftly for camp, but darknesB overtook 
him with a mile still to go. 
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As he approached the clearing a low sound 
caused him to stop short. He listened and again 
he heard it distinctly — ^the sound of something 
heavy moving thiot^ the woods. The sounds 
grew momentarily more distinct — whatever it 
was was approaching the spot where he stood. 
A small, thick windfall lay near him, and beside 
it a large spruce spread its low branches invitingly 
near the ground. ^Vith hardly a sound Connie, 
pack, gun, and all, scrambled up amoi^ those 
thick branches and seated himself close to the 
trunk. The sounds drew nearer, and the boy 
could hear fragments of low-voiced conversation. 
The night prowlers were men, not animals ! Con- 
nie's interest increased. There seemed to be 
several of them, but how many the boy could not 
make out in the darkness. Presently the leader 
crashed heavily into the windfall where he floun- 
dered id a moment in the daT-lmpss 

"This is fer enough. Stick it in under here!" 
he growled, as the others came up with him. 
Connie heard sounds as of a heavy object being 
pushed beneath the interlaced branches of the 
windfall but try as he would he c»uld not catch a 
glimpse of it. Suddenly the faces of the men 
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showed vividly as one of their nmnber held a 
match to the bowl of his pipe. They were the 
three I. W. W.'s and with them was Steve! "Put 
out that match you eedioti D'ye want the hull 
camp a poldn' their nose in our business?" 

'"Tain't no one kin see way out here," 
growled the other, whom Connie recognized as 
Pierce. 

"It's alius fdlers like you that knows more'n 
any <me else, that don't know nawthin', " retorted 
the first speaker, "come on, now, we got to git 
back. Remember — 'leven o'clock on the furst 
night the wind blows stiff from the west. You, 
Steve, you tend to swipin' Prendiy's lantern. 
Fierce here, he'll soak the straw, an' Sam, you 
stand ready to drive a plug in the lock when I 
come out. Then when the excitement's ninnin' 
high, 111 holler tiiat Prenchy's lantern's missin' 
an' they'll think he left it lit in the stable. I tdl 
ye, we'll terrorize every biainess in these here 
United States. Well have 'em all down on their 
knees to the I. W. W. ! Then well see who's the 
bosses an' the rich! We'll hinder the work, an' 
make it cost *em money, an' Pierce herell ^t 
even with Frenchy, all in cme clatter. Well be 
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gjttm' back, now. An' don't all pile into the 
men's camp to onct, neither." 

Connie sat motionless upon his branch imtil 
the sounds of the retreating men were tost in 
the daricness. What did it all mean? "Swipe 
Prenchy's lantern." "Plug the lock." "Soak 
the straw." "Terrorize business." The words 
of the man repeated themselves over and over in 
Comiie's tn-ain. What was this thing these men 
were planninig to do "at eleven o'clock the first 
night'the wind blows stiff from the west?" He 
wri^Ied to the ground and crept toward the thing 
the men had cached in the windfall. It was a 
five-gallon can of coal-oil) "That's Steve's part 
of the scheme, whatever it is," he muttered. 
"He's got a k^ to the stordiouse." Leaving 
the can undisturbed, he struck out for camp, 
splashing through the waters of a small creek 
without noticing it, so busy was his brain trying 
to fathom the plan of the gang. "I've got all day 
tomorrow, at least," he said, "and that'll give 
me time to think. I won't tell even Saginaw 
'til I've got it doped out. I bet when they try to 
start something they'll find out who's going to be 
terrorized!" A few minutes later he entered the 
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oflBce and was greeted vociferously by Saginaw 
Ed: 

"Hello there, son, by jiminetty, I thought you'd 
took me serious when I told you you'd better 
make a long stay of it. What ye got there? Well, 
dog my cats, if you didn't up an' git you a deer I 
SKp over to the cook's camp an' wade into some 
grub. I told him to shove yer supper onto the 
back of the range, again' you got back. While yer 
gone 111 jest run a couple rags through yer rifle." 

When Connie returned from the cook's camp 
Sf^inaw was squinting down the barrel of the 
gun. "Shines like a streak of silver," he an- 
nounced; "Hurley's mighty pernickety about his 
rifle, an' bdieve me, it ain't everyone he'd borrow 
it to. Tell me 'bout yer himt," urged the man, 
and Connie saw a gleam of laughter in his eye. 
"Killed yer deer dead centre at seven hundred 
yards, runnin' like greased lightnin', an' the 
underbrush so thick you couldn't hardly see yer 
sights, I 'pose." 

The boy laughed: "I got him dead centre, all 
right, but it was a standing shot at about twenty 
yards, and I had a rest. He's only a four-prong-- 
Ilet a five-(ntmg get away because I was dtmisy." 
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Si^inaw Ed eyed the boy quizzically: "Say, 
Idd," he drawled. "Do you know where folks 
goes that tells the truth about fauntin'?" 

"No," grinned Connie. 

"Well, I don't neither," replied Saginaw, 
solemnly. "I guess there ain't no place be'n 
pervided, but if they has, I bet it's gosh-awfid 
Icmesome there." 

Despite the vcdubility of his companion, Connie 
was unusually silent during the short interval 
that elapsed before they turned in. Over and 
over in his mind ran the words of the four men out 
there in the dark, as he tried to figure out their 
scheme &om the fr^mentary bits of conversation 
that had reached his ears. 

"Don't mope 'cause you let one buck git away, 
kid. Gosh sakes, the last buck I kilt, I got so 
plumb rattled when I ccnne onto him, I missed 
him eight foot!" 

"How did you kill him then?" asked Connie, 
and the instant the words were spoken he realized 
he had swallowed the bait — ^hook and all. 

With vast solemnity, Saginaw stared straight 
before him: "Well, you see, it was the last shell 
in my lifle an' I didn't have none in my pocket, so 
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I throw'd the gun down an' snuck up an' bit him 
on the lip. If ever you nin onto a deer an' ain't 
got no gun, jest you sneak up in frcmt of him an' 
bite him on the lip, an' he's youm. I don't know 
no oUier place you kin bite a deer an' kill him. 
They're like old Acolyte, or whatever his name 
was, in the Bible, which they couldn't kill him 'til 
they shot him in tiie heel — jest one heel, mind you, 
that his ma held him up by when she dipped him 
into the kettle ctf bullet-proof. If he'd of be'n 
me, you bet I'd of beat it for the Doc an' had that 
leg cut oflE below the knee, an' a wooden one made, 
an* he'd of be'n goin' yet! I know a feller's got 
two wooden ones, with shoes on 'em jest like other 
folks, and when you see him walk the worst you'd 
think: he's got a couple of corns." 

"MuchobUged, Saginaw," said Connie, with the 
utmost gravity, as he arose and made ready for 
bed, "I'll sure remember that. Anyhow you 
don't need to worry about any soUtaiy confine- 
ment in the place where the deer hunters go." 
And long after he was supposed to be asleep, the 
boy grinned to himself at the sounds of suppressed 
diuckHng that came from Saginaw's bunk. 

Next morning Crainie helped Prenchy pack in 
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the deer, and when the teamster had returned to 
his work, the boy took a stroll about camp. "Let's 
see, " he mused, "they're going to soak the straw 
inade the stable with oil and set fire to it on the 
inside, and they'll do it with Prenchy's lantern 
so everyone will think he forgot it and it got tipped 
over by accident. Then, before the fire is dis- 
covered they'll lock the stable and jam the lode 
so the men can't get in to fight it." The boy's 
teeth gritted savagely. "And there are sixteen 
horses in that stable!" he cried. "The dirly 
hounds! A west wind would swe^ the flames 
against the oat house, then the men's camp, and 
the cook's camp and storehouse. They sure do 
figure on a clean sweep of this camp. But, what 
I can't see is how that is going to put any one in 
terror of the I. W. W., if they think Frenchy 
caused the fire accidentally. Dan McKeever 
says all crooks are fools — and he's right." He 
went to the o£5ce and sat for a long time at his 
pine desk. From bis turkey he extracted the 
Service revolver that he had been allowed to keep 
in memory of his year with the Mounted. "I can 
take this," he muttered, as he affectionately 
twirled the smoothly running cylinder with his 
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thiunb/* and Saginaw can take the rifle, and we 
can nail 'em as they come out of the woods with 
the coal-oil can. The trouble is, we wouldn't 
have anything on them except maybe the theft ai 
a Httle coal-oil. I know what they intend to do, 
but I can't prove it — there's four of them and 
only erne of me and no evidence to back me up. 
On the other band, if we let them start the fire, 
it mi^t be too late to put it out." His eyes 
rested on the can that contained the supply of oil 
for the office. It was an exact duplicate of the 
one beneath the windfall. He jumped to his feet 
and crossing to the window carefully scanned 
the clearing. No one was in sight, and the boy 
passed out the door and slipped silently into the 
thick woods. When he returned the crew was 
crowding into the men's camp to wash up for 
supper. The wind had risen, and as Connie's 
gaze centred upon the lashing pine tops, he 
smiled grimfy, — it was blowing stifiSy trom the 
west. 

After supper Saginaw Ed hstened with bulging 
eyes to what the boy had to say. When he was 
through the man eyed him critically: 

"Usten to me, Idd. Nonsense is nonsense, an* 
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business is business. I don't want no truck with 
a man that ain't got some nonsense about him 
swnewheres — an' I don't want no truck with one 
that mixes up nonsense an' serious business. Yer 
only a kid, an' m^be you ain't grabbed that yet. 
But I want to tell you right here an' now, fer yer 
own good: If this here yam is some gag you've 
ri^ed up to git even with me fer last night, it's a 
mighty bad one. A joke is a joke only so long as 
it don't harm no one " 

"Every word I've told you is the truth," broke 
in the b<^, hotly. 

"There, now, don't git excited, kid. I allowed 
it was, but they ain't no barm ever comes of 
makin' sure. It's eight o'clock now, s'pose we 
jest loaf over to the men's camp an' lay this here 
case before 'em." 

"No[ Not" cried the boy: "Why, they— 
they might kill them!" 

"Well, I 'spect they would do somethin' oi the 
kind. Kin you blame 'em when you stop to think 
(^ them horses locked in a blazin' stable, an' the 
ddiberate waitin' 'til the wind was right to carry 
the fire to the men's camp? The men works 
hard, an' by deven o'clock they're poundin' their 
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ear mighty solid. S'pose they didn't wake up 
till too late— what then?" 

Connie shuddered. In his heart he felt, with 
Saginaw Ed, that any summary punishment the 
men chose to deal out to the plotters would be 
richly deserved. "I know," he replied: "But, 
mob punishment is never right, when a case can be 
reached by the law. It may look right, and lots 
of times it does hand out a sort oi rough justice. 
But, here we are not out of reach d the law, and 
it will go lots farther in showing up the I. W. W. 
if we let the law take its course." 

Saginaw Ed seemed impressed: "That's r^ht, 
Idd, in the main. But there ain't no law that will 
fit this here special case. S'pose we go oyer an' 
arrest them hounds — what have we got on 'em! 
They swiped five gallons of coal-oil I That would 
git 'em mebbe thirty days in the county jail. 
The law can't reach a man fer what he's gain' to 
do — an' I ain't a goin' over to the men's camp an* 
advise the boys to lay abed an' git roasted so's 
mebbe we kin git them I. W. W.'s hung. The 
play wouldn't be poplar." 

Connie grinned: "Well, not exactly," he 
agreed. "But, why not just sit here and let them 
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go ahead with their scheme. I've got a. good 
revolver, and you can take the rifle, and we can 
wait for 'em in the tote WE^on that's just opposite 
the stable door. Then vbea they've soaked the 
straw, and tipped over Prenchy's lantern, and 
locked the door behind 'em, and plugged the lock, 
we can cover 'em and gather 'em in." 

"Yeh, an' meanwhile the firell be workin' on 
that oil-soaked straw inside, an' where'll the horses 
be? With this here wind a blowin' they ain't men 
enough in the woods to put out a fire, ao' the hull 
camp would go." 

Connie laughed, and leaning forward, spoke 
rapidly for several moments. When he had 
finished, Saginaw eyed him with undisguised 
apfttoval: "Well, by jiminetty! Say, kid, you've 
got a head on you! That's jest tiie ticket! ITie 
courts of this State has jest begun to wake up to 
the fact that the I. W. W. is a real dai^er. A 
few cases, with the evidence as dean ^ain' 'em 
as this, an' the stinkin' varmints 11 be huntin' 
their holes — ^you bet I" 

At nine-thirty Saginaw and Connie put out the 
ofBce light, and with some clothing arranged 
dummies in their bunks, so that if any of the 
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oonsptrators should seek to spy upon them through 
the window they would find nothing to arouse 
their susiHcicm. Then, fully anned, they crept 
out and concealed themselves in the tote wagon. 
An hour passed, and through the slits cut in the tar- 
paulin that covered them, they saw four shadowy 
forms steal silently toward them from the direc- 
tion of the men's camp. Avoiding even the 
feeble li^t of the stars, they paused in the shadow 
of the oat house, at a point not thirty feet from 
the tote wagon. A whispered conversation ea- 
sued and two of the men hastily crossed the open 
and disappeared into the timber. 

"Stand still, can't yel" hissed one of those who 
remained, and his companion ceased to pace ner- 
vously up and down in the shadow. 

"I'm scairt," faltered the other, whom the 
watchers identified as Steve. "I wisht I wasn't 
in on this." 

"Quit yer shiverin'! Yer maldn' that lantern 
rattle. What they do to us, if they ketch us, 
hain't a patchin' to what well do to you if you 
back out." The man called Sam spat out his 
words in an angry whisper, and the two relapsed 
into silence. 
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At the end of a half -hour the two men who had 
entered the timber appeared before the door of 
the stable, bearing the oil can between them. 
The others quickly joined them, there was a 
fumbling at the lock, the door swung open, and 
three of the men entered. The fourth stood ready 
with the heavy padlock in his hand. A few 
moments of silence followed, and then the sound 
ot the empty can thrown to the floor. A feeble 
flicker of flame dimly lighted the interica-, and 
the three men who had entered rushed out into 
the n^ht. The heavy door closed, the padlodc 
snapped shut and a wooden plug was driven into 
the key hde. 

"Hands upl" The words roared frtxn the 
lips of Saginaw Ed, as he and Connie leaped 
to the ground and confronted the four at a 
distance of ten yards. For one terrified in- 
stant the men stared at the guns in their 
captors hands, and then four pairs ctf hands flew 
steward. 

" Pace the wall, an' keep a reachin'," commanded 
Saginaw, "an' if any one of you goes to start 
scnnethin' they'll be wolf-bait in camp in about 
one second." 
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A horse snorted nervously inside the stable and 
there was a stamping of iron shod feet. 

"Jest slip in an' fetch out Frenchy's lantern, 
kid, an' we'll git these birds locked up in the oat 
house, 'fore the men gits onto the racket." 

With a light crow-bar which the boy had brought 
for the purpose, he piyed the hasp and staple 
from the door, leaving the plugged lock for evi- 
dence. Entering the stable whose interior was 
feebly illumined by the sickly flare cf the over- 
turned lantern, he returned in time to hear the 
petty bickering of the prisoners. 

"It's your fault," whined Pierce, addressing 
the leader of the gang. "You figgered out tiiis 
play — an' it hain't worked!" 

"It hain't neither my fault!" flashed the man. 
"Some one of you's blabbed, an' we're in a pretty 
fix, now." 

"'Twasn't me!" came in a diorus from the 
others. 

"But at that," sneered Sam, "if you'd a lit 
that oil, we'd a burnt up the camp anyhow." 

"I did l^ht iti" screamed the leader, h^ face 
Hvid with rage. "I tipped over the lantern an' 
shoved it right under the straw." 
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"That's right," grinned Connie, from the door- 
way, as he flashed the lantern upon the faces of 
the men. "And tf you hadn't taken the trouble 
to soak the straw with water it would have buraed, 
too." 
"Water! Whad' ye mean — water?" 
" I mean just this, " answered the boy, eyeing the 
men with a glance of supreme contempt, "I sat 
out there beside that windfall last night when you 
hid your can of oil. I listened to all you had to 
say, and today I slipped over there and poured 
out the oil and filled the can with water. You 
I. W. W.'s are a fine outfit," he sneered: "If 
you had some brains, and nerve, and consciences, 
you misht almost pass for men!" 
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THE PRISONBHS 



"I WISH'T Hurley was here." said Saginaw Ed, 
as he and Connie returned to the boss's camp 
after lockup the prisoners in the oat house. 
"The men's goin' to want to know what them four 
is locked up fer. If we don't tell 'em there'll be 
trouble. They don't Hke them birds none but, 
at that, they won't stand fer 'em bein' grabbed 
an' locked up without nothin' ag'in* 'em. An' on 
the other hand, if we do tell 'em there's goin' to 
be trouble. Like as not they'd overrule me an' 
you an' hunt up a handy tree an' take 'em out an' 
jiggle 'em on the down end of a tight one." 

"Couldn't we slip 'em down to the nearest jail 
and tell the men about it afterwards, or send for a 
constable or sheriff to come up here and get 
them?" 

Sf^inawshocdc his head: "No. If me an' you 
"9 
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was to take 'em down the camp would blow up in 
no time. When the men woke up an' found the 
boss, an' the derk, an' three hands, an' the ooc^ee 
missin', an' the lock pried oSen the stable door, 
wco-k would stop right there. There ain't nothin' 
like a myst'iy of some kind to bust up a crew of 
men. We couldn't wake no one dse up to take 
'em without we woke up the whole men's camp, 
an' th^'d want to know what was the rookos. 
If we sent fer a constable it'd be two or three 
days 'fore he'd git here an' then it would be too 
late. This here thii^'s comin' to a head when 
them teamsters goes fer the oats in the mornin*, 
an' I've got to be there when they do." 

"I hate to see Steve mixed up in this. He's 
only a kid. I wonder if there isn't some way " 

Saginaw Ed interrupted him roi^hly: "Na 
There ain't no way whatever. He's a bad aig or 
he wouldn't do what he done. You're only a kid, 
too, but I take notice you ain't throw'd in with no 
such outfit as them is." 

"I can't help thinking maybe he's getting a 
wrong start " 

"He's got a wro:^ start, all ri^t. But he 
got it quite a while ago — this here kind of busi- 
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ness ain't no startin' j<^. Tb^'re all of a piece, 
kid. It's best we jest let the tail go with the 
hide." 

"What will Hurl^ do about it? If he agrees 
with us, won't the men overrule him?" 

"I don't know what he'll do — I only wish't he 
was here to do it. But, as f er as ovemilin' him 
goes — " Saginaw paused and eyed Connie solemnly, 
"jest you make it a p'int to be in the same town- 
ship sometime when a crew of men ondertakes to 
overrule Hurley. Bdieve me, they'd have the 
same kind of luck if they ondertook to overrule 
Mont Veesooverus when she'd started in to enip'." 

The door swung open and Hurley himself stood 
blinking in the lamplight. "This here's a pur^ 
time fer woridn' men to be upl" he grinned. 
"Don't yous lads know it's half past twelve an* 
you'd orter be'n asleep four hours?" 

"I don't hear you snorin' none," grinned S^- 
naw. "An' you kin bet me an' the kid sure is 
glad to see you." 

"Got thrcmgh sooner'n I expected, ^ue Foot 
had the crew all picked out. He'll bring 'em in 
from the Spur in the momin'. Thou^t I'd jest 
hike en out an' see how things was gittin' on." 
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"Oh, we're gittin' on, all right. Tote road's all 
cleared, Camp Two's clearin's all ready, an' the 
buildin's most done. An' besides that, four 
prisoners in the oat house, an' me an' the kid, 
here, losin' sleep over what to do with 'em." 

"Prisoners! What do you mean — prisoners?" 

"TTiem I. W. W.'s an' that cookee that throw'd 
in with 'em. They tried to bum the outfit — 
locked the bosses in the stable an' set fire to it, 
after waitin' 'til the wind was so it would spread 
over the hull camp." 

Hurley reached for a peavy that stood in 
the comer bdund the door. "Ye say they 
bum't thim harses?" he rasped, in the brogue 
that always accompanied moments of anger or 
excitement. 

"No they didn't, but they would of an" it 
hadn't be'n f er the kid, here. He outguessed 'em, 
an' filled thdr coal-oil can with water, an' then we 
let 'em go ahead an' put on the whole show so 
we'd have 'em with the goods." 

The big boss leaned upon his peavy and r^arded 
Connie thoughtfully. "As Icmg as I've got a 
camp, kid, you've got a job." He bit off a huge 
chew of tobacco and returned the plug to his 
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pocket, after which he be^^ deliberately to roll 
up his shirt sleeves. He spat upon the palms of 
his hands, and as he gripped the peavy the muscles 
of his huge forearm stood out like sted cables. 
"Jist toss me th' key to th' oat house," he said 
in a voice that rumbled deep in his throat. 

" Wait 1 " Connie's hand was upon the boss's ami. 
"Sit down a minute and let's talk it over " 

"Sure, boss," seconded Saginaw. "Let's have 
a pow-wow. If you go out there an' git to workin' 
on them hounds with that there peavy you're 
liable to git excited an' tap 'em a little harder'n 
what you intended to, an' then " 

Hurley interrupted with a growl and the two 
saw that his little eyes blazed. "CH ain't got the 
strength to hit 'em har-rder thin Oi intind to! 
An-ny one that 'ud thry to bur-m up harses — ^let 
alone min slaypin' in their bunks, they can't no 
man livin' hit 'em har-rd enou£^ wid an*nything 
that's made." 

"I know, " agreed Saginaw. "They ain't notii- 
in' you could do to 'em that they wouldn't still 
have some a-cconin'. But the idee is this: Bein' 
misclassed as humans, them I. W. W.'s is felonious 
to kill. Chances is, the grand jury would turn 
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you loose when they'd heard the facts, but the 
grand jury don't set 'til spring, an' meantime, 
where'd you be? An' where'd this camp be? 
Your contract calls fer gittin' out 1<^, an' don't 
stipulate none whatever about spatterin' up the 
oat house with I. W. W.'s. ! don't like to spoil 
a man's fun, but when a mere frolic, that way, 
interferes with the work, as good a man as you be 
is a-goin' to put it off a spell. You know, an' I 
know, there's more than gittin' out logs to this 
winter's work." 

Saginaw's words evidently carried weight with 
Hurley. The muscles of the m^hty arms relaxed 
and the angry gleam faded tram his eyes. Also, 
the brogue was gone from his voice; nevertheless, 
his tone was ponderously sarcastic as he asked: 
"An' what is it you'd have me to do, seein' ye're 
Bo firee with yer advice — pay 'em overtime fer the 
night work they done tryin' to bum up my camp ? " 

Saginaw grinned: "The kid's got it doped out 
about right. He figgers that it'll show 'em up 
better if we let the courts handle the case an* 
convict 'em r^fular. With what we've got on 
'em they ain't no chanct but what they'll get 
coavicted, all right." 
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"Yott see," broke in Connie, "the I. W. W.'s 
aie a law-defying oiganization. The only way to 
brii% them to time is to let the law do it. As soon 
as all the I. W. W.'s see that the law is stronger 
than they are, and that their lawless acts are sure 
to be punished, there won't be any more I.W. W.'s. 
The law can't teach them this unless it has the 
chance. Of course, if the law had had the chance 
and had fallen down on the job because the men 
behind it were cowardly, it would be time enough 
to think about other ways. But, you told me 
yourself that Minnesota was b^;inning to give 'em 
vdiat's ccmiing to 'em, and she'll never get a better 
duuice to hand 'em a jolt than this is, because 
we've got 'em with the goods. Now, if we'd go to 
work and let the men at 'em, or if you'd wade 
into 'an yourself we wouldn't be smashing at the 
I. W. W.'s, but only at these three men. When 
you stop to think of it, you can't teach an outfit 
to respect the law when you go ahead and break 
the law in teaching 'em." 

Hurley seemed much impressed. ' ' That stands 
to reason," he agreed. "You're ri^t, kid, an' 
so's Saginaw, I know Judge McGivem — used to 
go to school with him way back — he ain't much 
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as fer as size goes but believe me he ain't afraid to 
hand these birds a wallop that'll keep 'em peeldn' 
out between black ones fer many a day to come. 
I'll take 'em down myself, an' then I'll slip aroimd 
an' have a talk with Mac." Hurley tossed the 
peavy into its corner and proceeded to tmlace his 
boots. 

"I kind of hate to see Steve go along with that 
bunch. He ain't a regular I. W. W., and " 

The boss looked up in surprise as a heavy boot 
thudded upon the floor. "What d'ye mean — 
hate to see?" he asked. 

"Why, he might turn out all right, if we kept 
him on the job and kind of looked after him." 

The boss snorted contemptuously. "Huh! He 
done you dirt onct didn't he?" 

"Yes, but " 

"He throw'd in with these here ornery sctim 
that ain't neither men, fish, nor potatoes, didn't 
he?" 

"Yes, but " 

"'Yes' is all right — an' they ain't no 'buts' 
about it. I had him last winter, an' he wasn't no 
'count. I thought they might be some good in 
hjrn so I hired him ag'in this fall to give hitii an- 
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other chanct, but he's rotten-hearted an' twisty- 
grained, an' bom root to top-branch they ain't 
the worth of a. lath in his hide. He's a natural- 
bomed crook. If it was only hisself I wouldn't 
mind it, but a crook is dai^erous to other folks — 
not to hisself. It ain't right to leave him loose." 
The other boot tiiudded upcm the floor and Huriey 
leaned back in his chair, stretched out his le^ 
and r^;arded the toes of his woollen socks. "I've 
often thought," he continued, after a moment of 
silence, "that men is oncMnmon like timber. 
There's the sdect, straight-grained, sound stuff, 
an' all the grades down through the culls 'til you 
oc»ne to the dozy, crooked, rotten-hearted stuff 
that ain't even fit to bum. There's sound stuff 
that's rot^h-barked an' ugly; an' there's rotten- 
hearted stuff that looks good from the outside. 
There's some timber an' some taat that's built to 
take on a high polish — don't know as I kin git it 
acrost to you jest hke I mean — but bankers and 
pianos is like that. Then there's the stuff that's 
equal as sound an' true but it wouldn't never take 
no polish on account its bein' rough-grained an' 
tough-fibred — that's the kind that's picked to 
cany on the worid's heavy work — the kind that 
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goes into bridges an' ships, an' the frames of 
buildin's. It's the backbone, you m^t say, of 
civilization. It ain't purty, but its work ain't 
purty nather — it jest does what it's picked to do. 

"It's cur'us how fer you kin carry it on if yer a 
mind to. There's some good timber an' some 
good men that's started bad but ain't got there 
yet. The bad habits men take on is like surface 
rot, an' weather diecks, an' bug stings — ^take tliat 
stuff an' put it through the mill an' rip it an' plane 
it down to itself, an' it's as good as the best — 
sometimes. The danger to that kind is not puttin' 
it throt^h the mill quick enough, an' the rot strikes 
through to the heart. 

"There's a lot of timber that there ain't mudi 
expected of — an' a lot of humans, too. They're 
the stuff that works up tcto rou^ boards, an' cuU 
stuff, an' lath, an' pulp wood, an' cordwood an' 
the like of that — an' so it goes, folks an' timber 
runnin' about alike. 

"It takes experience an' judgment to sort 
timber, jest like it takes experience an' judgment 
to pick men. But no matter how much experience 
an' judgment he's got, as long as man's got 
the sortin' to do, mistakes will be made. Then, a 
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long time afterwards, somewheres sometfain' goes 
wrong. They can't no one account far it, nor 
e:q)lain it — but the Big Inspector — ^he knows." 

Hurley ceased speaking, and Connie, who had 
followed every word, broke in: "Couldn't we 
keep Steve here and — put him through the mill?" 

The boss shook his head: "No — we didn't 
catch him young enough. I'm responsible, in a 
way, fer the men in this camp. This here runt 
has showed he don't care what he does — s'pose he 
took a notion to slip somethin' into t^e grub — 
what then? Keepin' him in this camp would be 
like if I seen a rattlesnake in the bunk house an' 
walked off an' left it there." 

Connie realized that any further effort on his 
part to save Steve from sharing the richly deserved 
fate of the I. W. W.'s would be useless. The 
three turned in and it seemed to the boy that he 
had barely closed his eyes when he was awakened 
by the sounds of someone moving about the room. 
Hurley and S^inaw Ed were pulling on their 
clothes as the boy tiunbled out of bed. 

"You don't need to git up yet, kid. Me an' 
Saginaw's goin' to sUp out an' see that the teamsters 
gits their oats without lettin' no I. W. W.'s trickle 
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out the door. Better pound yer ear fer an hour 
yet, cause you're goin' to be busier'n a pet coon 
cheddn' in Slue Foot's supplies, an' gittin' his men 
down on the pay roll." 

As Connie entered the cook's camp for breakfast 
he noticed an undercurrent of unrest and sup- 
pressed excitement among the men who stood 
about in small groups and engaged in low-voiced 
conveisation. Hurley and Saginaw' Bd were al- 
ready seated, and, as the men filed silently in, many 
a sidewise glance was slanted toward the big boss. 

When all were in their places Hurley rose from 
his diair. "We've got three I. W. W.'s an' the 
cookee locked up in the oat house, " he announced 
bltmtly. "An' after breakfast me an' Prenchy 
is goin' to take 'em down to jail." There was a 
stir among the men, and Hurley paused, but no 
one ventured a comment. "They tried to bum 
the stable last night, but the kid, here, outguessed 
'em, an' him an' Saginaw gathered 'em in." 

"Last night!" cried a tng sawyer, seated half- 
way down the table. "If they'd a-bumt the 
stable last night the whole camp would of gone! 
Let us boys take 'em ofi yer hands, boss, an' save 
you a trip to town." 
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The idea gained instant approval amoi^ the 
men, and from all parts of the room voices were 



"Over in Westconsin we " 

Huiiey interrupted the speaker with a grin: 
"Yeh, an' if we was over in Westconsin I'd say 
go to it [ But Minnesota's woke up to these here 
varmints — an' it's up to us to give her a chanct to 
show these here other States how to do it. You 
boys all know Judge McGivem — most of you 
helped elect him. Give hini the chanct to hand 
the I. W. W. 's a wallop in ihe name of the State of 
Minnesota! If ihe State don't grab these birds, 
they'll grab the State. Look at North Dakota! 
It ain't a State no more — it's a Non-partisan 
Let^^ue! Do you boys want to see Minnesota an 
I. W. W. Ixx^e?" 

As Hurley roared out the words his huge fist 
banged the table with a i<xce that set the heavy 
porcelain dishes a-clatter. 

"No! No!" cried a chorus of voices frran 
all sides. "The boss is right I Let the State 
handle 'em!" The men swung unanimously to 
Huriey and the boss sat down amid roars of 
approval. 
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And so it was that shortly after breakfast 
Preachy cracked his whip with a great flourish 
and four very dejected-looking prisoners started 
down the tote road securely roped to the rear o£ 
the tote wagon, at the end gate of which sat 
Htjrley, rifle in hand and legs a-dangle as he 
puffed contentedly at his short tdack pipe. 
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THE BOSS OF CAMP TWO 

CLUE FOOT MAGEE, who was to boss Camp 
^ Two, waa a man of ambling gait and a 
chronic grumble. He arrived with the vanguard 
of the new crew a balf-hour before dinner time, 
grumbled because grub wasn't ready, growled 
^en he learned that the buildings at Camp Two 
were not entirely completed, and fumed because 
Hurley had told him to leave fifteen of his fifty 
men at Camp One. 

"What's the use of piddn' out a crew an' then 
scatteiin' 'em all over the woods?" he demanded 
querulously of Connie, as they stood in the door 
d the boss's camp while the men washed up for 
dinner. "If Htirley wants thirty-five men in 
Camp Two an' fifty in Camp One why don't he 
send Camp One's crew up to Two an' leave me 
have Camp One?" 



by Google 



104 Connie Morgan in the Lumber Camps 

"I don't know, " answered the boy, and refrained 
from mentioning that he was mighty glad Hurley 
had not ordered it so. 

Slue Foot slanted him a keen glance. "Be 
you the kid Huiley was tellin' nailed them I. W. 
W.'s that he was fetchin' out of the woods when 
we come in this momin'?" 

Connie nodded: "Yes, Saginaw Ed and I 
caught 'em." 

"Purty smart kid, hain't you? What's Hurley 
payin'you?" 

"Forty dollal^ a month." 

"An' no rake-oS on the wanagan. There's 
plenty room in the woods to use brains — same as 
anywheres else." Slue Foot turned at the sound 
of the dinner gong. "Let's go eat while there's 
some left. When we come back 111 give you the 



During the meal Connie furtively studied the 
new boss. He was fully as large as Hurley, and 
slovenly in movement and appearance. His rest- 
less eyes darted swift glances here, there, and 
everywhere, and never a glance but registered 
something of disapproval. But it was the man's 
wofds that most interested the boy. Why had 
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he asked what Hurley was paying himF And 
what did he mean by his observation that there 
wasnorake-off on thewanagan? Also, there was 
his reference to the fact that in the woods there 
was plenty of room for brains. That might mean 
anything or nothing. 

"At any rate, " thought the boy, as he attacked 
his food, "you're going to be a pretty good roan to 
throw in with — fra- a while." 

Presently the man pushed back his bendi and 
arose: "If you ever git that holler in under yer 
ribs filled up we'll go over an' I'll give you die 
names of the men that stays here an' the ones that 
goes on with me." 

'"Lead on, MacDuff,*" grinned Connie, mis- 
quoting a Hne from a play Waseche Bill had taken 
him to see in Fairbanks. 

" M^ee's my name," corrected the man gruffly, 
and led the way to the office. 

It was only after much deliberation and growl- 
ii^ tiiat Slue Foot finally succeeded in rearranging 
his crew, but at last the task was completed and 
Connie leaned back in his chair. 

"So you think there ain't going to be any rake- 
ofi on the wanagan?" he asked, as the man sat 
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scowling at his list of names. Slue Foot ^anced 
up quickly and the boy met the glance with a 
wink: "I thought maybe " 

"It don't make no difference what you thoi^t 
mebbel" the man interrupted. "If you know'd 
Hurley like I do you'd know a whole lot better'n 
to try it." Connie looked disappointed and the 
boss eyed him intently. 

"They's other ways of killin' a cat without you 
choke him to death on butter," he observed 
drily, and lapsed into silence while the restless 
gimlet eyes seemed to bore into the boy's very 
thoughts. 

Suddenly the man brought his fist down with a 
bang upon the top of the pine desk: "Why 
should Huriey be drawin' down his big money, 
an' me an' you our seventy-five an' forty a 
month?" he demanded. 

"Well, he's the boss, and they say he can get 
out the logs." 

"I'm a boss, too! An' I kin git out the logs!" 
he roared. "I was bossin' camps when Hurley 
was swampin'." Again he paused and regarded 
the boy shrewdly. "Mind you, I hain't sayin' 
Htuiey hain't a good logger, 'cause he is. But 



by Google 



The Boss of Camp Two 107 

jest between me and you there's a hull lot about 
this here timber game that he hain't hep to. Any 
one kin draw down wages workin' in the woods 
— but if you want to make a real stake out of the 
game you've got to learn how to play both ends 
ag'in' the middle. An' that's where the brains 
comes in." 

"That's why I thought " 

" — you could soak it to 'em on the wanagan 
an' shove the rake-c^ in your pockrt," finished 
the man. "Well, you'd better fergit itl Some 
bosses woiild stand fer it, but not Huriey. He'd 
tumble to yer game in a minute, an' you'd be 
hiktn' down the tote road with yer tuiicey on yer 
back a-huntin' a new job." 

"Do you mean there's nothii^ in it for me 
but my forty dollars a month?" asked Connie, 
with apparent disgust. 

"M-m-m-m, well, that depends," muttered 
Slue Foot. "Be you goin' to keep the log book, 
or Hurley?" 

"I am. He told me the other day he'd show 
me about that later." 

"They'll be a little somethin*, mebbe, in shadin' 
the cut when the time comes — nothin' l^, but 
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enough to double our wages. Wait 'til the crew 
gits strung out an' layin' 'em down an' we'll fix 
that up." 

"Will the scaler throw in with us?" ventured 
the boy. 

"What! Lou Camdent Not cm yer Ufe, he 
wcm'tl Hurley picked him, an' he picked S^inaw 
Ed, too. What you an' me do we got to do alone." 

Connie smiled: "Yes, but he picked you, and 
he picked me, too." 

"He did," agreed the other, with a leer. "I 
don't know nawthin' about why he picked you, 
but he give me a job 'cause he thinks I done him a 
good turn onct. Over in Idaho, it was, an' we 
was gittin' out logs on the Fieldin' slope. Old 
Man Fieldin' had a contrac' which if he didn't 
fill it by a certain day, he'd lose it, an' tiie Donahue 
crowd that was operatin' further down would 
deliver thdr logs an' take over the contrac'. 
That's when I got it in fer Hurley. Him an' 
me was working fer Fieldin' an' he made Hurley 
boss of a camp he'd ort to give to me. 

"Tlie Donahue crowd worked politics an' got 
holt of the water rights on Elk Creek, an' Fieldin' 
couldn't float his logs. It looked like it was good- 
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night fer Pieldin' an' his contrac' but Hurley 
' grabbed all the men he could git holt of an' started 
buildin' a flume. Old Man Piddin' said it could- 
n't be done, but fer Hurley to go ahead, 'cause he 
was ruint anyhow. So Hurley worked us night 
and day, an' by gosh, he built the flume an' got 
his logs a-runnin' I 

"When the flume was up the Donahues seen 
they was beat, so they come to me an' offered me 
a bunch of ccnn if I'd blow it up. It was resky 
'cause Hurley was expectin' some such play, an' 
he had it guarded. But I got on guaidin' nights 
an' I planted the dynamite and got the wires 
strung, an' it was all set. Then I went an' over- 
played my hand. I thought I seen the chanct to 
git even with Hurley, as wdl as Old Man Fieldin', 
an' make me a nice little stake besides. So I tips 
it off to Hurley that I seen a fellow sneakin* 
around suspicious an' he'd better take the shift 
where I'd be'n, hisself. You see, I made it up 
with the Donahues to send three of their men over 
to explode the shot so I'd have a alibi, an' I figgered 
that Hurley'd run onto 'em, an' they'd give him 
fui' awful lickin'." The man paused and crammed 
tobacco into his pipe. 
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"And did heP" asked Cotmie, eagerly 

"Naw, he didn't he!" growled the man. "He 
run onto 'em all ri^t — an' when the rookus was 
over the hull three of 'em was took to the hcH^tal. 
When it comes to mixin' it up, Hurley, he's there. 
He found the dynamite, too, an' after that the 
guards was so thick along that flume that one 
couldn't do nawthin' without the next ones could 
see what he was up to. 

"Pieldin's logs was delivered on time an' the 
old man handed Hurley a check fer twenty>five 
hundred dollars over an' above his wages. Hurley 
slipped me five hundred fer tellin' him — ^but I'd 
of got five thousan' if I'd of blow'd up the flume. 
I had to skip the country 'fore them three got out 
of the horspital, an' I've swore to git even with 
Hurley ever since — an' I'll do it too. One more 
winter like last winter, an' they won't no outfit 
have him fer a boss." 

It was with difficulty Connie re&ained from 
asking what had happened last winter but he was 
afraid of arousing the man's suspicion by becoming 
too inquisitive, so he frowned: "That's all rig^t 
as far as your getting even with Hurley, but it 
dMi't get me anything." 
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Slue Foot leaned forward in his chair; "I see 
you've got yer eye on the main chanct, an' that 
shows you've got somethin' in your noodle. Polks 
can talk all they want to, but the only thing that's 
any good is money. Them that's got it is all 
right, an' them that hain't got it is nowhere. 
Take Hurley, he's got the chanct to make his 
everlastin' stake right here, an' he's passin' it 
up. The owner of this here trac' lives up in Alaska 
or somewheres, an* he hain't a loggin' man ncAow 
— an' here Hurley would set and let him git ridi — 
offen Hurley's work, mind you — an' all Htu'ley 
gits out a[ it is his wages. An' if you throw in 
with him you'll go out in the spring with yer forty 
dollars a mcmth minus yer wanagan tab." 

"Guess that's r^t," a^eed the boy. "I'd 
like to make a lot of mon^, but it looks like there's 
nothin' dtung in this camp." 

"Oh, I don't know," replied the man. "I'm 
a-goin' to git mine, an' the way things is, I kin 
use a party about your size that kin keep his eyes 
opea and his mouth shet. Lodes like, from here, 
they might be considerable in it f er you, long about 
spring." He paused and ^anced about the 
ofiBce. "You sleep in here don't you?" Connie 
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nodded, and Slue Foot seemed satisfied. "I Idn 
use you, 'cause you're right here on the job vriioe 
you km keep tab on the boss, an' Saginaw, an' 
Lon Camden.' The man paused abruptly and 
peered through the window. 

"What's the game?" asked Comiie boldly. 
"I can't do any good going it blind." 

The man silenced him with a gesture: "^et 
up I Here comes Saginaw. That'll keep 'tS 
later. Meanwhile, it don't pay fer me an' you 
to seem none too friendly. When any one's 
around I'll kick an' growl about the books and you 
sass me back." He rose from his chair and was 
stamping about the room when Saginaw entered. 

"Here it's took a good hour to git than names 
down that any one with half sense had ort to got 
down in fifteen minutes! If you can't check in 
tbem supplies no quicker'n what you kin write 
down names, the grub will rot before we git it 
onloaded. Come on, we'll go up to the camp 
an' git at it." 

The man turned to greet the newcomer. ' ' Hello 
Saginawl I hear you're a boss now. Well, good 
luck to you. How's the new camp, *bout ready?" 

"Yes, a couple of days will finish her up. Yer 
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storehouse an' men's camp, an' cook's camp is 
dcme, so you can go ahead an' move in." 

Slue Foot scowled: "I seen Hurley comin' 
out an' he says I should leave you fifteen men 
out of my crew, so I done it. Seems funny he'd 
give a green boss the biggest crew, but he's got 
you right here where he kin keep his eye on you, 
so I s'pose he knows what he's doin'." 

"I 'spect he does," agreed Saginaw. "When 
you git to camp send them men back with mine." 

Slue Foot nodded. "Well come on, kid," he 
ordered, gruffly. "Well go up on the tote wagcm." 

Connie picked up his book and followed, and 
as he went out the door he turned to see S^inaw 
T^anSing him curiously. 
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CHAPTER IX 

SAGINAW ED IN I^B TOILS 

/'^ONNIE hoped that during the ride to Camp 
^-^ Two Slue Foot would further enlighten him 
concerning his various schemes for defrauding 
his employers, but the man sat silent, eyeing 
the tall pines that flanked the roadway on either 
dde. 

"Pretty good timber, isn't it?" ventured the 
boy, after a time. 

Tlie boss nodded: "They hain't much of them 
kind left. If I owned this trac' an' could aSord 
to pay taxes I'd never lay down a stick of it fer 
ten year — mebbe twenty." 

"Why not?" 

"Why not! 'Cause it'll be worth ten dollars 
where it's worth a dollar now — that's why. Pine's 
a-goin' up every year, an' they've cut the best of 
it everywheres except here an' there a strip that 
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fer one leason an' another they couldn't git hdt 
of." 

"The Syndicate's cutting thedxs now, and surely 
they can afford to pay taxes." 

Slue Foot grinned: "They wouldn't be cuttin' 
their white pine along Dogfish if this trac' wasn't 
bean' cut." 

"What's that got to do with it?" 

"Mebbe if you kind of stick around, like I told 
you, youll see. I'm one of these here hairpins 
that never tells no one nawthin' about anythin' 
'til the time comes — see?" 

"You're all right, Slue Foot," laughed the boy. 
"I guess I'll stick around." 

"It's a good thing fer you you got sense enough 
to know who to tie to. No one never made naw- 
thin' workin' fer w^es — an' no one ever will." 

As they drew into Camp Two's clearing Slue 
Foot cocked a weatherwise eye skyward. "Should- 
n't wonder an' the snow'li be comin' tonight or 
tomorrow — them clouds looks Uke it. Come on, 
le's git at them supplies. They's two wagons in 
a'ready an' two more comin' an' we want to git 
'em onloaded by night." 

Slue Foot called a dozen men to help with the 
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unloading and stowing, and for the rest of the 
afternoon Connie had his hands full checking off 
the goods as they were carried past him at the 
door. At last the task was completed and after 
supper the boy struck out for Camp One. As he 
. plodded through the jet blackness of the tote 
road his mind was busy with the problem Uiat con- 
fronted him. What should he do ? Manifestly the 
easiest course would be to go straight to Hurley and 
tell him just what Slue Foot had told him, and let 
the boss deal with him as he saw fit. But, in Uiat 
case Hurl^ would, in all probability, fly off the 
handle and either dischai^e Slue Foot or "beat him 
up" or both. In whidi event the man would go 
unpunished for last winter's work, whatever Uiat 
liad been, and worst cd all, there would be abso- 
lutely no evidence against the Syndicate. And 
he had no intention of pocketing last year's loss 
without at least an attempt to recover it and 
bring its perpetrators to justice. 

From what he had seen of Hurley, and what 
Saginaw and Slue Foot had told him, ^e boy was 
confident that the big boss was square and honest 
as the day is long — but there was Mike Gillum, 
himself an honest man and a friend of Waseche, 
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who had reported that Hurley was in the pay of 
the Syndicate; and C(»ime knew that men like 
Mike Ginum did not lie about other men, nor 
would they make an open accusation unless rea- 
sonably sure ot their ground. Therefore there 
was a bare possibihty that, despite all evidoice to 
the contrary. Hurley, unknown to either Slue Foot 
or Saginaw, was playing into the hand of the 
Syndicate. 

"I wonder what's the matter with Saginaw," 
muttered the boy as he stumbled on through the 
darkness. "He looked at me kind of funny when 
we left the office. As if he knows Slue Foot is 
crodced, and thinks I have thrown in with him." 
His fists clenched and his lips drew into a hard, 
straight line. "I'll get to the bottom of it if it 
takes all winter!" he gritted. "And when I do, 
someone is going to squirm." Something prickled 
sharply against his cheek and he glanced upward. 
He could see nothing in the inky blackness, but 
the pridding sensation was repeated and he knew 
that it was snowing. The wind rose and the 
snow fell faster. By the time he reached the clear- 
ing it whitened the ground. The little office was 
dark as he let himself in. The sound c^ heavy 
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breathing told him that Saginaw was already in 
bed, and, without lighting the lamp, he undressed 
and crawled between his blankets. 

When Connie awoke the following morning 
the fire was burning brightly in the stove and 
Saginaw stood staring out through the little win- 
dow that showed a translucent grey square against 
the dark log wall. He turned at the sound of the 
boy's feet upon the floor. "Snow's held oS fer a 
long time this year, but when she come she come 
a-plenty, " he observed. 

"Still snowing?" asked the boy, as he wriggled 
into his clothing. "It started last night while 
I was ccnning down frcsn Camp Two." 

"Yeh, it's still snowin.' Foot deep a'ready an' 
comin' down in fine flakes an' slantin' like she's 
a-goin' to keep on snowin'!" 

"Are you going to begin laying 'em down to- 
day?" 

Saginaw shook his head: "No. I'm a-goin' 
to set 'em overhaulin' the sleds, an' the sprinkler, 
an' the drays, an' gittin' the skidways in shape, 
an' brealdn' out the road. It's cold enough fer 
to make a good bottom an' things ort to go a- 
whoc^Hn' when this snow lets up." 
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Connie snickered. "I bet Slue Foot's grorriing 
this moming, with no roof (m his office and black- 
smith shop, and his stable and oat house only 
about half chinked." 

"He'd growl if his camp was lectric lit an' 
steam het. I'm ready fer breakfast, if the cook's 
saved us some. You go on over an' I'll be long 
when I git the men strung out." Saginaw filled 
the stove with chunks and together they left the 
o£Bce, the older man heading for the men's camp, 
■while Connie made directly for the cook's camp. 
As the boy lowered his head to the sting of 
the sweeping snow and plodded across the 
clearing, a feeling of great loneliness came over 
him, for he knew that there lurked in the man's 
mind a feeling of distrust — a feeling that he had 
studiously attempted to conceal. Nothing in the 
spoken wcads revealed this distrust, but the boy 
was quick to note that the voice lacked something 
of the hearty comradery that had grown up 
between them. 

"This is almost like Alaska, " Connie muttered, 
as he breathed deeply of the clean, cold air. "I 
wish I was in Ten Bow right now — with Waseche 
Bill, and MacDougall, and Dutch Henry and the 
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rest of 'em — or else over on tiie Yukon with Big 
Dan McKeever, and Rick^." The boy's fists 
clenched within his mittens, as was their habit 
when he faced a difficult situation. "If it waai't 
that Waseche is depending on me to straighten 
out this mess, I'd strike out for Ten Bow today. 
But I've just naturally got to see it through — and 
I've got to go it alone, too. If I should let Sagi- 
naw in, and it should turn out that Hurley is 
crooked, my dumce of nailing him would be shot, 
because Saginaw and Hurley are one, two, three. 

"Tlie first thing I better do, " he decided, as he 
stamped the snow from his boots before the door 
of the cook's camp, "is to slip up and see Mike 
Gillum and find out how he knows Hurley is in 
the pay of the Syndicate." 

During the breakfast the boy was unusually 
silent and when the meal was finished he returned 
directly to the office, and stood for a long time 
staring out into the whirling white smother. As 
he turned to his desk his eye encountered Hiu-ley's 
snow-shoes hanging from their p^ on the opposite 
wall. "It's only ten miles to Willow River," he 
muttered, "and I've just got to see Mike Gillum." 

A moment later he stepped through the door. 
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festeaed on the snow-shoes and, hastening across 
the deartng, plunged into the timber. 

It was nearly noon when Saginaw E!d returned 
to the office and found it empty. Almost instantly 
he noticed that the boss's snow-shoes were missing 
and he grinned: "Kid's out practising on the 
rackets, I guess." Then he stepped to the door. 
The snow had continued to fall steadily — ^fine, 
wind-driven flakes that pile up slowly. The trail 
was very faint, and as the man's eye followed it 
across the clearing his brows drew into a puzzled 
£rown. "That don't look like no practice trail, " 
he muttered. "No, sir! They ain't no greener 
ever yet started oflE like that." He pinched his 
chin between his thumb and forefinger and scowled 
at the trail. "One of two things: Either the 
kid ain't the greener he lets on to be, or else smne- 
one else has hiked off on the boss's snow-shoes. 
An' either which way, it's up to me to find out." 
Crossing swiftly to the cook shack he returned a 
few minutes later, the pockets of his mackinaw 
bulging with lunch, and drawing his own snow- 
shoes from beneath his bunk, struck out upon the 
fast dimming trail. 

"I mistrust Slue Foot, an' I didn't like the way 
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he started to bawl out the kid yeste'day. It 
seemed kind of like it wasn't sixaight goods. He's 
a beefer an' a growler, all right, but somdiow, this 
time it seemed as if it was kind of piled on fer my 
special benefit." 

In the timber, sheltered from the sweep of the 
wind, the track had not drifted full, but threaded 
the woods in a broad, trough-hke depression that 
the woodsman easily followed. Mile after mile 
it held to the north, dipping into deep ravines, 
skirting thick windfalls, and crossing steep ridges. 
As the trail lengthened the man's face hardened. 
"Whoever's a-hikin' ahead of me ain't no greener 
an' he ain't walkin' fer fun, neither. He's travellin' 
as fast as I be, an' he knows where he's a^oin', 
too." He paused at the top of a high ridge and 
smote a heavily mittened palm with a mittened 
fist. "So that's the way of it, di? I heard how 
the Syndicate was runnin' a big camp on Willow 
River — an' this here's the Willow River divide. 
They ain't only one answer, the kid, or whoever 
it is I'm a-follerin', has be'n put in here by the 
Syndicate to keep cases on Hurley's camps — 
either that, or Slue Foot's in with 'em, an' is usin' 
the kid fer a go-between. They're pretty smart, 
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all right, headin' way up to this here Willow River 
camp. They f^ered that no one wouldn't pay 
no 'tention to a trail headin' north, while if it led 
over to the Syndicate camp on Dogfish someone 
would spot it in a minute. An' with It snowin' 
like this, they fig^ered the trail would drift full, 
or else look so old no one would bother about 
it. They ain't only one thing to do, an' that's 
to go ahead an' find out. What a man knows 
is wotih. a heap more'n what he can guess. Th^'s 
a-goin' to be some big surprises on D(^sh 'fore 
this winter's over, an' some folks is a-goin' to 
wish they'd of be'n smarter — or stayed honester.'* 
Saginaw descended the slope and, still following 
the trail, walked steadily for an hour. SuddeEily 
he paused to listen. Distinctly to his ears came 
the measured thud of pounded iron, ptmctuated 
at r^ular intervals by the metaUic ring of a ham- 
mer upon an anvil. "It's the Syndicate's Willow 
River camp," he muttered, and advanced cau- 
tiously Presoitly he gained the clearing and, 
skirting it, halted at t^e edge of a 1(% road that 
readied back into the timber. The man noted 
that whoever made the trail had made no attempt 
to conceal his visit from the Syndicate crew, for 
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the tracks struck into the road which led directly 
into the clearing. Not a soul was in sight and, 
hurriedly crossing the road, Saginaw continued 
to skirt the clearing until he arrived at a point 
directly opposite a small building that stood by 
itself midway between the men's camp and the 
stable. "That had ort to be the office," be said 
as he studied the lay of the camp and the con- 
fonnation of the ground. Several lat:ge piles of 
tops lay between the edge of the clearing and the 
small building, against the back of which had 
been placed a huge pile of firewood. Across the 
clearing upon the bank of the river a crew of men 
were ei^aged in levelling off the roUways, and 
other men were busy about the open door of the 
blacksmith shop, where the forge fire burned 
brightly, llie storm had thinned to a scarcdy 
perceptible downfall and the rising wind whipped 
the smoke from the stovepipe of the building. 
"I've got to find out who's in that office," he 
decided and, suiting the action to the word, moved 
swiftly frcon one pile of tops to another, until he 
gained the shelter of the woodpile. 

It is a vety risky thing to peer into the window 
of a small room occupied by at least two people 
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in broad daylight, and it was with the utmost 
caution that Saginaw removed his cap and applied 
his eye to the extreme corner of the pane Seated 
facing each other, dose beside the stove, were 
Connie and Mike Gillum. The boss's hand was 
upon the boy's knee and he was talking eamesUy. 
At the sight Si^inaw could scarce refrain from 
venting his anger in words. He had seen enough 
and, dodging quickly back, retraced his steps, 
and once more gained the shelter of the timber. 

"So that's yer game, is it, you sneakin' little 
spy? Takin' advantage of Hurley the minute his 
back's tumedl You've got him fooled, all right. 
An' you had me fooled, too. You're a smart kid, 
but you ain't quite smart enough. You can't 
do no harm now we're onto yer game, an' 'fore 
them logs hits the water in the spring yer gotn' 
to find out you ain't the only smart one in the 
timber — you an' Slue Foot, too." 

It was well past the middle of the afternoon 
when Si^inaw took the back trail and struck out 
at a long swinging walk for the camp on Dogfish. 
The flash of anger, engendered by the sight of 
the boy in friendly conference with the boss of the 
indicate camp, gave way to keen disappointment 
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as he tramped on and on throt^i the timber. 
He had liked Connie from the first, and as the 
days went by his r^ard for the boy, whose brains 
and nerve had won the respect and admiration oi 
the whole camp, grew. "I've a good mind to git 
him off to one side an' give him a good straight 
talk. He ain't like that Steve. Why, dog^none 
it! I couldn't feel no worse about findin' out he's 
headed wrong, if he was my own boy. An' if he 
was my own boy, it would be my job to talk 
things over with him an' try to steer him straight, 
instead of layin' for to catch him in some crooked 
work an' send him over the road for it. By gum, 
I'll do it, tool An'I'lIgiveittohimrightstra^ht, 
without no fancy trimmin's neither. Tonightll be 
a good time when him an' I'll be atone." 

His cogitations had carried him to within a mile 
of Camp Two, which the trail carefully avoided, 
when suddenly, at the bottom of a deep ravine, 
a man stepped in front of him: 

"Hands upl" It was some seconds before 
Saginaw realized that he was staring stra^ht into 
the muzzle of a rifle that the man held within six 
inches of his nose. Two other men stepped fttan 
b^iind trees and joined the leader. 
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"Makes a difference which end of the gun yer 
at when ye hear them words, don't it?" sneered 
the man, and in the deep twilight of the thick woods 
Saginaw recognized the men as the three I. W. W. 's 
that he and Connie had arrested in their attempt 
to bum the stable. Also he recognized the boss's 
rifle. 

"Where's Hurley?" he cried, as full realization 
of the situation forced itself upon him. 

"I said 'hands up'!" reminded the man with 
the gun, "an' I meant it. An' if I wus you I'd 
put 'em up. I guess when we git throu|^ with 
ye ye'll think twict before ye lock folks up in a 
oat house to freeze to death all night — ^you an' 
that smart alec kid." 

"Where's Huriey?" repeated S^inaw, with 
arms upraised. 

The man laughed, coarsely: "Hurley, we fixed 
his dock fer him. An' we'll fix youm, too. We'll 
learn ye to fool with the I. W. W. when it's a-goin' 
about its business. An' we'll learn everyone else, 
too. We're stronger 'n the law, an' stronger 'n 
the Government, an' when we git ready we'll show 
the bosses an' the capitalists where to git off at!" 

"You're a buodi of dirty crooks, an' thieves, an' 
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murderers — an' you ain't got the brains to show 
nobody nawthin'. ' ' 

"Search himl" commanded the leader, his face 
Kvid with rage. "We'll show you somethin*, 
'fore we git through with you — jest like we showed 
Hurley. Come on, now, git a move cm. We got 
to see a party an' git holt of some grab. 'Fore we 
git started, though, ye kin jest take off them 
snow-shoes, I kin use 'em myself, an' you kin see 
how it feels to waller through the snow like we 
be'n doin'." The transfer was soon accom- 
plished, and marching Saginaw before them, the 
three headed off at a right angle &om the trail. 
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CHAPTER X 

CONNIE DOSS SOME TRAILING 

r^ONNIE MORGAN halted abruptly and 
V^ stared dovm at the snow. At the point 
where, a couple of hours before, he had emerged 
into the tote road, another, fresher, snow-shoe 
track crossed the road and struck out upon his 
back trail. For some moments he studied the 
track, his trained eye taking every slightest detail. 
"Whoever it was fdlowed my trail to here, and 
for some reason didn't want to follow it on into 
the dearii^. So he kept on, and it wasn't long 
before he took the back trail." He bent closer, 
and iriien he once more stood erect his face was 
very grave. "It's Saginaw," he muttered. "I 
helped him restring that left racket." Swiftly 
the boy followed the tracks to the point where 
the man had struck into the clearing at the rear 
oi the little oEBce. "He fdlowed me and found 
me talking to Mike Gilltun." 
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As Connie struck out on the back trail he smiled 
grimly: "Gee, I bet he thinks I'm a bad one. 
He knows the Syndicate put one over on Hurley 
last winter, and now he thinks I'm hand in 
^ove with 'em. I would like to have run this 
thing down alone, but I guess I'll have to let 
St^Einaw in on it now. Maybe he won't believe 
me, and maybe Hurley won't, and then I'll get 
fired I Anyhow, he broke a good trail for me," 
griimed the boy as he swung swiftly throt^h the 
timber. Travelling light, he made rapid progress, 
and as he walked, his brain was busy trying to 
solve his riddle of the woods. Mike Gilltmi had 
told him that he had worked on several jobs with 
Hurley, that he was a good lumberman, that he 
could handle men, and get out the logs. Knowing 
this, he had reconmiended him to Wasedie Bill, 
as foreman of his camp. Gillum said that by ac- 
cident he had seen Hurley's name on the Syndi- 
cate pay roll and had asked one of the clerks in 
the o£5ce about it, and thai the cleric had winked 
and told him that Hurl^ was well worth all the 
Syndicate paid him because he was boss of an 
independent oufit that was legging up on Dogfish. 
It was then that Gillum had written to Waseche 
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Bill. He had known nothing of the latter's loss 
of last winter until Connie had told him at the 
time of their first meeting. Despite the man's 
statements, Connie could not bring himself to 
believe that Hurley was guilty. "There's a mis- 
take scnnewhere," he muttered as he trudged on, 
"and I've got to find out where. I can't let Hur< 
ley in on it, because he's hot-headed and he'd 
jump in and spoil every chance we had of catching 
the real culprit, or, if he is mixed up in it, he'd 
have all the chance in the worid to cover his 
tracks so I never could prove anything tm him. 
But he isn't guilty ! " This last was uttered aloud 
and with the emphasis d conviction. For the 
life of him the boy could not have given a good and 
sufficient reason for this conviction. Indeed, all 
reason was against it. But the conviction was 
there, and the reason for the conviction was there 
— even if the boy could not have told it — and 
it ran a great deal deeper than he knew. 

From the moment three years before, when he 
had landed, a foriom and friendless Uttle figure, 
upon the dock at Anvik, he had been thrown 
among men — m^ crude and rough as the land 
they lived in. His daily associates had been good 
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men — and bad. He had known good men with 
deplorable weaknesses, and bad men with admir- 
able virtues. In his association with these men 
oi the lean, lone land the boy had tmconsdously 
learned to take keen measure of men. And, 
having taken his measure, he accepted a man at 
his worth. The boy knew that Mike Gillum had 
not lied to him — that under no drctmistances 
would he lie to injure another. But, despite the 
man's positive statement, Connie's confidence in 
Hurl^ remained unshaken. Hurley had assumed 
a definite place in his scheme of things, and it 
would take evidence much more tangible than an 
unsubstantiated statement to displace him. 

Under the heavily overcast sky and the thickly 
interlaced branches of the pines, daylight passed 
into twilight, and twilight fast deepened to dark- 
ness as the boy pushed on through the forest. 
Suddenly he halted. To his surprise, the trail he 
was following turned abruptly to the west. He 
knew that the fresher tracks ctf Saginaw's snow- 
shoes had been laid over his own back trail, and 
he knew that he had made no right angle turn in 
his trip to Willow River. Bending close to the 
snow he made out in the deep gloom other tracks 
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— the tracks of three men who had not worn 
snow-shoes. The three had evidently intercepted 
Saginaw and a powwow had ensued, for there 
had been much trampling about in the snow. 
Then Saginaw had abandoned his course and 
accompanied the men to the westward. 
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"Camp Two is west of here," muttered the 
boy. "I guess the men were part of Slue Foot's 
crew, and he went over to the camp with 'em." 
Darkness prevented him from noting that the 



trail that led to the westward was a clumsier trail 
than Saginaw would have made, or he never 
would have dismissed the matter so lightly from 
his mind. As tt was, he continued upon his course 
for Camp One, where he arrived nearly an hour 
later to find the camp in a turmoil. The boy 
hastened, unnoticed, to the edge of a crowd of men 
that encircled Frenchy Lamar, who talked as fast 
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as he could in an almost unintelUgible jargon, 
which he punctuated with shrugs, and wild-flui^ 
motions of his arms. 

"Oui, dat be'n w'en de las' of de Camp Two tote 
teams be'n pass 'bout de half hour. We com' 
long by de place w'er de road she twis' 'nnm an' 
slant down de steep ravine. Woof I Rat on de 
trail Stan' de leetle black bear, an', Sacre! Ma 
leaders git so scare dey stan' oop on de hine 1^ 
lak dey gon for dance. Dey keek, dey jomp, dey 
plODge, an', VoUat Dem wheelers git crazy too. 
I'm got ma han' full, an' plenty mor', too, an' de 
nex' t'ing I'm fin' out d^ jomp de wagon oop on 
de beeg stomp an' she teep ovaire so quedc lak yxju 
kin say Jac Robinshon. Crack I Ma reach she 
brek in two an' ma front ax' she git jerk loose 
from de wagon an' de nex.' t'ing I'm drag by de 
lines 'cross de creek so fas' dat tear ma coat, ma 
shirt, ma pants mos' lak de ribbon. I'm bomp ma 
head, an' lose ma cap, an' scratch ma face, but by 
gar, I'm hang holt de lines, an' by-m-by dem horse 
dey git tire to haul me roun' by de mout*, and dey 
Stan' still a minute on top de odder side. I'm 
look bade an', Sacre I Hurl^ is lay on de groun' 
an' de boss I. W. W. is hit heem on de head wit' 
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de gon. De res' is cuttin' loose deir han's. I'm 
ydl on dem to queet poun' od de boss head, wit 
de rifle, an' de nex' t'ing I'm know: Zing! de 
bullet com' so clos' eet mak de win' on ma face, 
an' de nex' t'ing, Zing I Dat bullet she sting de 
horse an' I'm just got tarn to jomp oop on de front 
ax', an' de horses start out lak she got far business 
away Erom here queek. D^ ron so fas' I'm got 
to hoi' on wit' ma han's, wit' ma feet! Dem 
horses ron so fas' lak de train, dem wheels jomp 
feefty feet high, an' dey only com' on de groun' 
*bout once every half a mile an' den I'm git poun', 
an' bomp, an' rattle, 'til I'm so black lak de, 
w'at you call, de niggairel 

"De neares' doctaire, she down to Birch Lak'. 
I'm leave ma team een de store-keeper stable, an* 
or Man Niles she say de train don' stop no mor' 
today, so I can't go to Birdi Lak' 'til morain'. 
I t'ink, by gar, I'm mak' de train stop, so I'm 
push de be^ log on de track an' lay on ma bdly 
in de weeds, an' pret' soon de train com' long an' 
she see de beeg log an' she stop queek, an' dey all 
ron <q>p front an' I'm climb on an' tak' de seat 
in de smokaire. De train go long w'en dey git 
de log sfaov' off, an' de conductaire, he com' long 
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an' seen me sit dere. 'We're you git on dis train?* 
she say, an' I'm tell heem I'm git on to Dogfish, 
w'en de train stc^. 'I'm goin' to Birch Lak* for 
git de doctaire fen: man w'at git keel,' I'm say, an* 
he say de train don' stop to Birch Lak*, adder. 
^e t'rough train, an' we'n we git to de firs' stop, 
she gon' for hav' me arres'. I ain' say no mor' an* 
I'm look out de window, an' de conductaJre she 
go an' set down in de back of de car. De train she 
gem' ver' fas' an' by-m-by she can' to de bre^e, 
an' Birch Lak' is wan half mila 

"I'm travel on de car before, an' I'm see dem 
stop de train mor' as once to put off de lombaire- 
jadc w'en dey git to fightin' Voilal I'm jomp 
oop on ma feet ver' queek an* pull two, free tarn 
on de leetle rope, an' de las' tam I'm pull so hard 
she bre'k in two. De train she stop so quedc 
she mak' fellers hacap 'roun' in de seat, an' de 
conductaire she so mad she lak to bus', an' she 
holler ver' mooch, an' com' ronnin' down de 
middle. She ain' ver' be^ man, an* I'm 
readi down queek, de nex' t*ing she know she 
light on de head in de middle w'ere four fellers 
is playin' cards. Den, I'm ron an' jomp off de 
car an* fin' de doctaire. Oat gittin' dark, now. 
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an' she startin' to snow, an' de doctaire she say we 
can't go to Dc^ifish 'til moniin', day ain' no mor' 
train. I'm see de han' car down by de trade, but 
de doctaire she say we ain' can tak' dat for 'cause 
we git arres'. But I'm laug^ on heem, an' I'm 
say I'm tak' dat han' car, 'cause I'm got to git 
arres' anyhow — ^but firs' dey got to ketch — eh? 
So I'm tak' a rock an' bus' de lock an' we lif' her 
on de track an' com' to Dogfish. 01' Man Niles 
she tak' hees team an' gon' oop an' got Hurley 
an' de cookee, an' breeng heem to de store. De 
doctaire she feex de boss oop, an' she say eef eet 
ain' for dat cookee stay 'roun' an' mak' de blood 
quit comin', Hurl^ she would be dead befor' we 
com' long. Dis momin' I'm tak' ma team an' 01 
Man Niles's wagon an' com' to de camp. Hurley 
she won' go to de hospital, lak de doctaire say, so 
de doctaire she com' 'long. Bet tak' me all day 

long, de snow she so d'ep, an' by gar " 

Connie left in the middle of the Frendunan's 
discourse and hurried into the (Mce. In his 
bunk, with his head swathed in bandages, lay 
Hurley. The doctor stood beside the stove and 
watched Steve feed the injured man gruel from a 
spoon. The big boss opened his eyes as the boy 
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entered. He smiled faintly, and with ever so 
slight a motion of his head indicated Steve: "An' 
I said they wasn't the wortii of a lath in his hide, " 
he muttered and nodded weakly as Connie crossed 
swiftly to the boy's side and shook his hand. 
Hurley's voice dropped almost to a whisper: 
" I'll be laid up fer a couple of days. Tdl Saginaw 
to — ^keep — thii^is — goin'. " 

"I'll tell him." answered Connie, grimly, and, 
as the boss's eyesclosed, stepped to his own bunk 
and, catching up the service revolver ticm beneath 
the blankets, hurried from the room. 

Connie Morgan was a boy that experience and 
training had taught to think quickly. When he 
left the office it was with the idea of heading a 
posse of lumberjacks in the capture of the three 
I. W. W.'s , for from the moment he heard of their 
escape the boy realized that these were the three 
men who had intercepted Saginaw Ed on his 
return from Willow River. His one thought was 
to rescue the captive, for well he knew that, having 
Saginaw in their power, the thugs would stop at 
nothing in venting their hatred upon the fadpless 
man. As he hurried toward the crowd in front of 
the men's camp his brain woriced rapidly. Fifly 
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men in the woods at night would make fifty times 
as much noise as one man. Then again, what 
would the men do if they should catch the three? 
Tlie boy paused for a moment at the comer of 
the oat house. There was only one answer to 
that question. The answer had been plain even 
before the added outr^e of the attack upon 
Hurley — and Hurley was Hked by his men. 
Stronger than ever became the boy's determina- 
tion to have the I. W. W.'s dealt with by the law. 
There must be no posse. 

His mind swui^ to the other alternative. If 
he went alone he could follow swiftly and silently. 
The odds would be three against one — but the 
three had only one gun between them. He 
fingered the butt of his revolver confidently. "I 
can wing the man with the gun, and then cover 
the others," he muttered, "and besides, I'll have 
all the advantage of knowing what I'm up against 
vbiie they think th^'re safe. Dan McKeever 
was stnmg for that. I guess I'll go it alone." 

Having arrived at this dedsitm the boy crossed 
the clearing to the men's camp where he singled 
out Swede Larson from the edge of the crowd. 
"Saginaw and I've got some special work to do, " 
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he whispered; "you ke^ the men going 'til we 
get back." Without waiting for a reply, he 
hastened to the oat house, fastened cm his snow- 
shoes, and slipped into the timber. 

It was no hardship, even in the darimess, for 
him to follow the snow-shoe trail, and to the 
point triiere the others had left it his progress 
was rapid. Hie snow had stopped falling, and 
great rifts appeared in the wind-driven clouds. 
Without hesitation Connie swung into the trail 
of the four men. He reasoned that they would 
not travel far because trtien they had inter- 
cepted Saginaw there could not have been more 
than two or three hours of daylight left. The boy 
followed swiftly along the trail, pausing frequently 
to listen, and as he walked he puzzled over the 
&ct that the men had returned to the vicinity of 
the camp, when obviously they should have made 
fra* the railway and placed as much distance as 
possible between themselves and the scene of 
thdr crimes. He dismissed the thought d their 
being lost, for all three were woodsmen. Why, 
then, had they returned? 

Suddenly he halted and shrank into the shelter 
ot a windfaU. Upon the branches of the pine 
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trees some distance ahead his eye caught the faint 
reflection of a fire. 

Very cautiously he left the trail and, circling 
amoi^ the trees, approached the light frcnn the 
opposite direction. Nearer and nearer he crept 
until he could distinctly see the faces of the four 
men. Crouching behind a thick tree trunk, he 
could see that the men had no blankets, and that 
they huddled dose about the fire. He could see 
Saginaw with his hands tied, seated between two 
of the others. Suddenly, beyond the fire, appar- 
ently upon the back trail of the men, a twig 
snapped. Instantly one of the three leaped up, 
rifle in hand, and disappeared in the woods. 
Connie waited in breathless suspense. Had Swede 
Larson followed him? Or had someone else taken 
up the trail? In a few moments the man returned 
and, taking Saginaw by the arm, jerked him 
roughly to his feet and, still gripping the rifle, 
hurried him into the woods away from the trail 
They passed close to Connie, and the hay thanked 
his lucky star that he had circled to the north 
instead of the south, or they would have immedi- 
ately blundered onto his traJL A short distance 
further on, and just out oi sight of the camp fire, 
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they halted, and the man gave a low whistle. 
Instantly another man stepped into the circle of 
the fire%ht — a man bearing upon his back a 
heavily laden padc suimounted by several pairs 
at folded blankets. He tossed the pack into the 
snow and greeted the two men who remained at 
the fire with a grin. Then he produced a short 
black pipe, and, as he stooped to pid£ up a brand 
from the fire, Connie stared at him in open- 
mouthed amazement. 
The newcomer was the boss of Camp Twol 
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CONNIE FINDS AN AIXT 

"\A/HER'S Pierce?" asked Slue Foot Magee, 

* * as he glanced down upon the two figures 
that crouched close about the little fire. 

"He went cm ahead to hunt a place to camp. 
We waited to pack the stufi," Ued the man, nodding 
toward the pack sack that the boss of Camp Two 
had deposited in the snow. 

*'I sure was surprised when Sam, here, popped 
out of the woods an' told me ye'd got away an' 
needed blankets an' grub. Wba'd ye do to Hur- 
ley? An' how come ye didn't hit fer the railroad 
an' make yer git-away?" 

"We beat Hurley up a-plenty so'st he won't be 
in no hurry to take no I. W. W.'s nowheres ^'in. 
An' as fer hittin' fer the railroad, it's too cold fer 
to ride the rods or the bumpers, an* we hain't got a 
dollar between us. You'll have to stake us fer 
the git-away." 
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Slue Foot frowned: "I hain't got a cent, 
neither. Cwne into the woods on credick — an' 
hain't draw'd none." 

"That's a fine mess we're in!" exdaimcd the 
leader angrily. "How fer d' ye figger we're a- 
goin' to git on what little grub ye fetched in that 
pack? An' wher' we goin' to — ^bein' as we're 
broke? We hit back fer you 'cause we know'd ye 
stood strong in the organization an' we had a right 
to think ye'd see us throuj^." 

"Ill see ye throughl" growled Slue Foot, im- 
patiently. "But I can't give ye nawthin' I hain't 
got, kin I?" He stood for a few moments staring 
into the fire, apparently in deep thought. "I've 
got it!" he exclaimed. "The Syndicate's got a 
camp 'bout ten mile north of here on Wilier River. 
They're short handed an' the bossll hire anjrthing 
he kin git. Seen him in town 'fore I come out, an' 
he wanted to hire me, but I was already hired to 
Hurley — got a boss's job, too, an* that's better'n 
what I'd got out of him. If youse fellers hadn't of 
be'n in such a hurry to pull stmiethin' an' had of 
waited 'til I come, ye wouldn't of botched the job 
an' got caught." 

"Is that so!" flared the leader. "I s'pose we'd 
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ort to know'd ye was goin' to be hired on this jobi 
An' I s'pose our instructions is not to pull no zough 
stuff onless you're along to see it's done right!" 

"They hain't nawthin' in standin' 'round 
argerin'," interrupted Slue Foot. "What I was 
a-goin' on to say is that yo;ise better hike on up 
to Wilier River an' git ye a job. There's grub 
enough in the pack to last ye twict that fer." 

"Wherll we tell the boss we come from? 'Taint 
in reason we'd hit that fer into the woods huntin' 
a job." 

"Tell him ye got sore on me an' quit. If they's 
any questions asked I'll back ye up." 

The leader of the I. W. W.'s looked at Sam, and 
Sam looked at the leader. Iliey were in a quan- 
dary. For reasons of their own they had not told 
Slue Foot that they had picked up Saginaw — and 
with Saginaw <^ their hands, how were they 
going to follow out the boss's su^estion? 

Behind his big tree, Connie Morgan had been 
an interested listener. He knew why the men 
stared blankly at each other, and chuckled to 
himself at their predicament. 

"What's to hinder someone frcm Camp One 
a-trailin' us up there?" suggested Sam. 
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"TraiHu' yel How they goin' to trail ye? It 
■was a-snowin' clean up to the time ye got to Camp 
Two, an' if any one sees yer tracks around there 
I'll say I sent some men up that way fer somethin'. 
An' besides," he continued, glancing upward 
where the clouds that had thinned into flying 
scuds had thickened again, obliterating the stars, 
"this storm hain't over yet. It'll be snowin' 
ag'in 'fore long an' ye won't leave no more trail'n 
a canoe. Anyways, that's the best way I kin 
think of. If you've got a better one go to it — 
I've dcme all I kin fer ye." There was finality in 
Slue Foot's voice as he drew on his mittens, and 
turned from the fire. "So long, an* good luck to 
ye." 

"So long," was the rather surly rej(»nder. 
' ' If that's the bfest we kin do, I s'pose we gotta do 
it. Mebbe if it starts snowin' we're all ri^t, an' 
if we make it, well be safer up there than what we 
would down alcmg the railroad, anyways. They 
won't be no one a-huntin' us in the woods." 

"Sure they won't," ^reed Slue Foot, as he 
passed from s^ht into the timber. 

The two beside the fire sat in silence until the 
sound ci Slue Foot's footsteps was swallowed up 
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in the distance. Then Sam spoke: "What we 
goin' to do with this here Saginaw?" he asked. 

The leader glanced skyward. "It's startin' to 
snow — " he leered and, stopping abruptly, rose to 
liis feet. "Wait till we git Pierce in here." Pro- 
ducing some pieces of rope from his pocket, he 
grinned. "Lucky I fetched these along when I 
cut 'em off my hands. We'll give him a dianct 
to see how it feels to be tied up onct." The man 
stepped into the timber and a few minutes later 
returned accompanied by Pierce, to whom they 
immediately b^an to relate what had passed 
between them and the boss of Camp Two. 

The moment they seated themselves about the 
fire, Connie sUf^ed from his hiding place behind 
the tree and stole noiselessly toward the qiot 
where the men had left Saginaw. Snow was 
falling furiously now, adding the bewildering 
effect of its whirling flakes to the intense bladcness 
oi the woods. Removing his snow-shoes to avoid 
leaving a wide, flat trail, the boy stepped into the 
tracks of the two who had returned to the fire and, 
a few moments later, was bending over a dark 
form that sat motionless with its back against 
the trunk Of a tree. 
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"It's me, Saginaw," he whispered, as the keen 
ec^e of his knife blade severed the ropes that 
bound the man's hands and feet. 



,» 



The man thrust his face close to Connie's in the 
darkness. "What in the name of time be you 
doin' here?" he exclaimed. 

"^-sh-sh," whispered the boy. "Come on, 
we've got to get away in a huny. There's no 



by Google 



Connie Finds an Ally 151 

tdlm' how socm those fellows will finish their 
powwow. 

"What do you mean — git away? When we git 
away from here we take them birds along, er my 
name ain't Saginaw Ed! On top of tryin' to 
bum up the camp they've up an' murdered Huriey, 
an' they'd of done the like by me, if they'd be'n 
give time to I" 

"We'll get them, later. I know where they're 
going. What we've got to do is to beat it. Step 
in my tracks so they won't know there were two 
of us. Th^'ll think you cut yourself loose and 
they won't tey to follow in the dark, especially 
if the storm holds." 

"But them hounds has got my rackets." 

"I've got mine, and when we get away from 
here I'll put 'em cm and break trail for you." 

"Look a here, you give me yer gun an' I'll go in 
an' dean up on them desperadoes. I '11 show 'em if 
the I. W. W.'s is goin' to run the woodsl 111 " 

"Come onll tell you we can get 'em whenever 
we want em 

" I'll never want 'emnoworse'n Idorig^tnow." 

"Hurley's all right, I saw him a little while 
affx" 
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"They said they " 

"I dcm't care what they said. Hurley's down 
in the (^ce, right now. Come on, and when we 
put a few miles behind us, I'll tell you all you want 
to know." 

"You'll tdl a-plenty, then," growled Saginaw, 
only half convinced. "An' here's another thing — 
if you're double crosdn' me, you're a-goin' to wish 
you never seen the woods." 

The boy's only answer was a laugh, and he led, 
swiftly as the intense darkness would permit, 
into the woods. They had gone but a short dis- 
tance when he stopped and put cm his rackets. 
After that pn^ress was faster, and Saginaw Ed, 
mushing alcmg behind, wondered at the accuracy 
with which the boy held his course in the blackness 
and the whiriing snow. A couple of houis later, 
Connie halted in the shdter of a thick windfalL 
"We can rest up for a while, now, " he said, "and 
I'll tell you some of things you want to know." 

"Where do you figger we're at?" asked Saginaw, 
r^;arding the boy shrewdly. 

"We're just off the tote road between the two 
camps, " answered the boy without hesitation. 

A moment of silence followed the words and 
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when he spoke the voice of Saginaw sounded hard : 
"I've be'n in the woods all my life, an' it would of 
bothered me to hit straight fer camp on a night 
like this. They's somethin' wrong here some- 
wheres, kid — an' the time's come fer a showdown. 
I don't git you, at all! You be'n passin' yersdf 
<M fer a greener. Ever sence you went out an' 
got that deer I've know'd you wasn't — ^but I 
figgered it wom't none of my business. Then 
when you out-figgered them hounds — that wom't 
no greener's job, an' I know'd that — but, I figgered 
you was all to the good. But things has happened 
sence, that ain't all to the good — by a long shot. 
You've got some explainin' to do, an' seein' we're 
so clost to camp, we better go on to the office an' 
do it around the stove." 

"We wouldn't get much chance to powwow in 
the office tonight. Hurley's there, and the doc- 
tor, and Steve, and Lod Camden." 

"ThedoctOT?" 

"Yes, those fdlows beat Hurley up pretty bad, 
but he's coming along all right. Steve stayed by 
him, and the doctor said it saved his life." 

"You don't mean that sneakin' cookee that 
tiirow'd in with the I. W. W.?" 
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"Yup." 

"Well, I'll be do^oned! But, them beitt' in 
the office don't alter the case none. We might's 
weQ have things open an' above board." 

Connie leaned forward and placed his hand on 
the man's arm. "What I've got to say, I want to 
say to you, and to no one else. I wanted to play 
the game alone, but while I was trailing you down 
from Willow River, I decided I'd have to let you 
in on it." 

"You know'd I follered you up there?" 

"Of course I knew it. Didn't I help you string 
that racket?" 

Saginaw shook his head in resignation. "We 
mint's wdl have it out right here, " he said. "I 
don't git you. First c^, you figger how to catdi 
them jaspers with the goods an' lock 'em up. 
Then you throw in with Slue Foot. Then you 
hike up to the Syndicate camp an' is thicker'n 
thieves with tiie boss. Then you pop up in a 
blizzard in the middle of ihe night an' cut me 
loose. Then you turn 'round an' let them hounds 
go when we could of nailed 'em where they set — 
seems like you've bit off quite a contract to make 
all them things jibe. Go ahead an' spit 'er out — 
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an' believe me, it'll be an eaifull First, thou^, 
you tell me where them I. W. W.'s is goin' an' 
how you know. If I ain't satisfied, I'm a-goin' to 
hit right back an' git 'em while the gittin's good." 

"They're going up to work for the Sjnjdicate 
in the Willow River Camp." 

"Know'd they was loose an' slipped up to git 
'em a job, did you?" asked Saginaw sarcasti- 
cally. 

Connie grinned. "No. But there's a big job 
ahead of you and me this winter — to save the 
timber and clear Hurley's name." 

"What do you know about Hurley an' the 
timber?" 

"Not as mudi as I will by spring. But I do 
know that we lost $14,000 rm this job last winter. 
You see, I'm one of the owners." 

"One of the ownersi" Saginaw eiEclaimed in- 
credulously. 

"Yes. I've got the papers here to prove it. 
You couldn't read 'cm in the dark, so you'll have 
to take my word for it 'til we get where you can 
read 'em. Wasecbe Bill is my partner and we 
five in Ten Bow, Alaska. Soon after Hurley's 
rqxtrt reached us, showing the loss, a letter came 



by Google 



156 Connie H(»^an In the Lumber Camps 

from Mike Gillum, saying that Hurley was in the 
pay of liie Syndicate " 

"He's a liarl" cried Saginaw wrathfully shaking 
his mittened fist in Connie's face. "I've know'd 
Hurl^, man an' boy, an' they never was a squarer 
fdler ever swung an axe. Who is this here Mike 
Gillum? Lead me to him! I'll tell him to his 
face he's a liar, an' then I'll prove it by givin' >iirn 
the doQ^est liddn' he ever got — an' I don't 
care if he's big as a meetin' house door, neither!" 

"Wait a minute, Saginaw, and listen. I know 
Hurley's square. But I didn't know it until I got 
acquainted with him. I came clear down from 
Alaska to catdi him with the goods, and that's 
why I hired out to him. But, Mike Gillum is 
square, too. He's boss of the Syndicate camp 
m Willow River. A clerk in the Syndicate ofiSce 
told him that the Syndicate was paying Hurley, 
and Mike wrote to Waseche Bill. He's a friend 
of Wasedie's — used to prospect in Alaska " 

"I don't care if he used to prospeck in heavenl 
He's a liar if he says Hurley ever double crossed 
any onel" 

"Hold on, I think I've got an idea of what's 
going on here and it will be up to us to prove it. 
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The man that's doing the double crossing is Slue 
Foot Magee. I didn't like his looks from the 
minute I first saw him. Thee he began to hint 
that there were ways a forty-dollar-a-month clerk 
could double his wages, and when I pretended to 
fall in with his scheme he said that when th^ 
b^in laying 'em down he'll show me how to ^lade 
the cut. And mow than that, he said be had 
something big he'd let me in on later, provided I 
kept my ^es and ears open to what went on in 
theoflSce." 

"An' you say you an' yer pardner owns this here 
timber?" 

"That's just what I said." 

"Then Slue Foot's ondertook to show you a 
couple of schemes where you kin steal cxnsider'ble 
money c& yerself ?" 

Connie laughed. "That's it, exactly." 

Saginaw Ed remained silent for several moments. 
"Pervidin' you kin show them papers, an' from 
what I've saw of you, I ain't none surprised if you 
kin, how come it that yer pardner sent a kid like 
you way down here on what any one ort to know 
would turn out to be a rough job anyways you 
look at it?" 
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"He didn't send me — I came. He wanted to 
oome himself, but at that time we thought it was 
Hurley we were after, and Hurley knows Waseche 
so he oould never have found out anything, even 
if he had come down. And besides, I've had 
quite a lot of experience in jobs like this. I served 
a year with the Mounted." 

"The Mounted! You don't mean the Canady 
Mounted Pcdicet" 

"Yes, I do." 

There was another long silence, then the voice of 
Saginaw rumbled almost idaintively through the 
dark, "Say, kid, you ain't never be'n President, 
have you?" 

Connie snickered. "No, I've never been Presi- 
dent. And if there's nothing else you want to 
know right now, let's hit the hay. We've both 
done some man's size mushing today." 

"You spoke a word, kid," answered Saginaw, 
rising to his feet; "I wouldn't put no crookedness 
T^iatever past Slue Foot. But that didn't give 
this here GiUum no license to blackguard Huriey 
in no letter." 

"Has Hurley ever worked for the Syndicate?" 
asked Connie. 
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"No, he ain't. I know every job he's bad in 
Minnesoty an' Westconsin. Then he went out 
West to Idyho, or Montany, or somewheres, an' 
Has here's the first job he's had sence he come 
back." 

"What I've been thinking is that Slue Foot has 
passed himself off to the Syndicate as Hurley. 
They know that Hurley is boss of this camp, but 
they don't know him by sight. It's a risky thing 
to do, but I believe Slue Foot has done it." 

"Well, jumpin' Jerushelam! D'you s'pose he'd 
erf dared?" 

"That's what we've got to find out — and we've 
got to do it alone. You know Hurley better than 
I do, and you know that he's hot-headed, and 
you know that if he suspected Slue Foot of doing 
that, he couldn't wait to get the evidence so we 
could get him with the goods. He'd just naturally 
sail into him and beat him to a pulp." 

Saginaw chuckled. "Yes, an' then he'd squeeze 
the juice out of the pulp to finish off with. I guess 
jrer right, kid. It's up to me an' you. But how'd 
you know them I. W. W.'s is headin' fer Wilier 
River?" 

s I heard Slue Foot tell them to." 
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"Slue Foot!" 

"Yes, I forgot to tdl you that Slue Foot is an 
I. W. W., too. I didn't know it myself 'til to- 
night. You see, when I got back to camp and 
found that Huriey's prisoners had made a get-away, 
I knew right then why you had turned off the back 
trail from Willow River. I knew they'd treat 
you like they did Hurley, or worse, so I hit the 
trail." 

"Wasn't they no one dse handy you could of 
bning along?" asked Saginaw, drily. 

"The whole camp would have jumped at the 
chance — and you know it I And you know what 
they'd have done when they cau^t 'em. I knew 
I could travel faster and make less noise than a 
big gang, and I knew I could handle the job when 
I got there. I had slipped up and was watching 
when Kerce took you into the timber. He did 
that because they heard someone coming. It was 
Slue Foot, and he brought 'em a grab stake and 
some blankets. They knew he was an I. W. W., 
and they'd managed to slip him the word that 
they were loose. They wanted him to stake them 
to some money, too, but Slue Foot said he didn't 
have any, and told them to get a job up on Willow 
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River. He to!d ihsm they'd be safer there than 
they would anywhere down along the railroad." 

"Yes, but how'd you know they'll go there?" 

"They can't go any place else," laughed the 
boy. "They're broke, and they've oniy got a 
little bit of grub." 

"When we goin' up an' git 'em?" persisted 
Saginaw. 

"Well let the sheriff do that for us, then the 
whole thing will be according to law." 

"I guess that's right," assented the man, as 
the two swung down the tote road. 

"We'd better roll in in the men's camp," sug- 
gested Connie, as they reached the dearing. A 
little square of lig^t from the office window showed 
dimly through the whirling snow, and, approadi- 
ii^ noiselessly, the two peeked in. Mounded 
blankets covered the sleeping forms of the doctor 
and Lon Camden; Hurley's bandaged head was 
visible upon his coarse pillow, and beside him sat 
Steve, wide awake, with the bottles of medicine 
within easy reach. 

"Half past onel" exclaimed Saginaw, glancing 
at the little clock. "By jiminetty, kid, it's time 
we was tobedl" 
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CHAPTER XII 
SHADING THE CUT 

TT was nine o'clock the following morning i^en 
Connie was awakened by scnneone bending 
over him. It was Saginaw, and the boy noticed 
that his cap and mackinaw were powdered with 
snow. 

"Still snowing, etif Why didn't you wake me 
up before?" 

"It's 'bout quit, an' as fer wakin' you up," he 
grinned, "I didn't hardly dast to. If I was the 
owner of an outfit an' any doggone lumberjack 
woke me up 'fore I was good an' ready I'd fire 
him." 

"Oh, you want to see my papers, do you?" 
grinned Connie. 

"Wdl, I mi^ht take a squint at 'em. But that 
ain't what I come fer. Tlie boss is a whole lot 
better, an' the doctor's a-goin' back. What I 
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want to know is, why can't he swear out them 
warrants ag'in them three I. W. W.'s an' have it 
over with? I didn't say nothin' to Hurley Ixnit 
them bein' located, er he'd of riz up an' be'n half 
ways to Wilier River by now." 

"Sure, he can swear out the warrants! I'll 
slip over to the office and get their names out of 
the time book, and while I'm gone you might look 
over these." Tbe boy selected several papers 
from a waterproof wallet which he drew from an 
inner pocket and passed them over to Saginaw, 
then he finished dressing and hurried over to the 
office. Hurley was asleep, and, copying the names 
from tiie book, Connie returned to the men's camp. 

"You're the goods all right," said S^jnaw, 
admiringly, as he handed back the papers. ' ' Prom 
now on I'm with you 'til the last gap, as the feller 
says. You've got more right down nerve than I 
ever know'd a kid could have, an' you've got the 
head on you to back it. Yer good enough fer me — 
you say the word, an' I go the limit. " He stuck 
out his hand, which Connie gripped strongly. 

"You didn't have to tell me that, Saginaw," 
answered the boy, gravely, "if you had, you would 
never have had the chance." 
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S^pnaw Ed removed his hat and scratched his 
head thoughtfully. "Tbat therell strike throt^ 
'boat dinner time, I guess. But t suspicion what 
you mean, an'-^I'm obliged." 

"Here are the names for the doctor — ^better 
tdl him to swear out warrants both for arson and 
for attempted murder." 

"Yes, sir," answered Saginaw, respectfully. 

"Yes, what/" 

The man grinned sheepishly. "Why — I guess 
— ^bein' I was talldn' to the owner " 

"Look here, Saginaw," interrupted the boy, 
wrathfully, "you just forget this 'owner' business, 
and don't you start 'siring' mel What do you 
want to do — give this whole thing away? Up 
frtierellivethcy don't call a man 'sir 'just because 
he happens to have a little more dust than srane- 
body else. It ain't the 'Misters' and the 'Sirs' 
that are the big men up there; it's the 'Bills' and 
the 'Jacks' and the 'Scotties' and the 'Petes' — 
men that would get out and mush a hundred miles 
to carry grub to a scurvy camp instead of sitting 
around the stove and hiring someone else to do it — 
men that have gouged gravel and stayed with the 
game, bucking the hardest winters in the world. 
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sometdmes with only half enough to eat — men 
with millioDS, and men that don't own the tools 
they work with! My own father was one of 'em. 
"The unluddest man in Alaska,' they called him I 
He never made a strike, but you bet he was a man [ 
There isn't a man that knew him, from Skagway 
to Candle, and from Candle to Dawson and 
beyond, that isn't proud to call him fiiend. Sam 
Morgan they call him — and they don't put any 
'Mister' in front of it, eithert" 

Saginaw Ed nodded slowly, and cmce more he 
seized the bc^'s hand in a mighty grip. "I git 
you, kid. I know they's a lot of good men up in 
your country^but, somehow, I've got a hunch 
they kind of overlooked a bet when they're callin' 
your pa onlucky." He took the slip of paper 
upon which Connie had written the names. At 
the door he turned. "We begin layin' 'em down 
today," he said. "Shouldn't wonder an' what 
Slue Poot'll be down 'fore very long fer to give 
you yer first lesson." 

"Hurley will think I'm a dandy, showing up 
at ten o'clock in the morning." 

"Never you mind that," said Sagmaw; "I 
fixed that part up all right — ^told him you was up 
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'til after one o'clock hdpin' me git things strung 
out fer to b^in work today." 

Connie bolted a hasty breakfast, and. as he 
made his way from the cook's camp to the office, 
sounds came from the woods beyond the dealing 
— the voices of men calling loudly to each other as 
they worked, the ring of axes, and the long crash 
of falling trees. The winter's real work had 
b^un, and Connie smiled grimly as he thought 
of the cauldron of plot and counter-plot that was 
seething bdiind the scenes in the peaceful logging 

The boy found Hurley much improved, although 
still weak from the effects of the terrible beating 
he had received at the hands of the escaped pris- 
oners. Ibe big boss fumed and fretted at his 
enforced inactivity, and bewailed the fact that he 
had given the doctor his word that he would stay 
in his bunk for at least two days longer. "An' 
ut's partly yer fault, wid yer talk av th' law — an' 
partly mine fer listenin' to yez," he complained 
fiercely, in rich btx^ue, as Connie sat at his desk. 
The boy's shoulders drooped sightly under the 
rebuke, but he answered nothing. Suddenly 
Hurley propped himself up (m his elbow. "Phy 
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don't yez teH me Oi'm a big liar?" he roared. 
"Ye was ri^t, an' Oi know ut. Don't pay no 
heed to me, kid. Oi've got a grouch fer lettin' 
them shpalpeens git away. Furst Oi was thryin' 



" per don't tbz tbu. hk oi'u a big liak? " bb rousd. 

to lay ut on Frinchy, an' him the hist teamster 
in th' woods! Ut's loike a sp'ilt b'y Oi am, thry- 
in' to blame somewan f'r what c'udn't be helped 
at alL TJt was an accident all togither, an' a 
piece av bad luck — an' there's an end to ut. 
Bring me over yer book, now, an' Oi'U show ye 
about kaypin' thim Ic^s." 

Connie soon learned the simple process of book- 
keeping, and hardly had he finished when the 
door opened and Slue Foot Magee entered. 

"Well, well! They sure beat ye up bad, boss. 
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I heerd about it on my way down. I'd like to 
lay hands on them crooks, an' I bet they'd think 
twict before they beat another man up! But yer 
a fi^tin' man. Hurley; they must c£ got ye fouL" 

"Foul is the word. When the wagon tipped 
over my head hit a tree an' that's the last I re- 
member 'til I ocnne to an' the boy, Steve, was 
bathin' my head with snow an' tyin' up my cuts 
with strips of his shirt." 

"Too bad," ccmdoled Slue Foot, chgiring his 
head sympathetically; "an' they got plumb 
away?" 

"Sure they did. It wasn't so far to the rail- 
road, an' the snow falUn' to cover their tracks. 
But, Oill lay holt av 'em sometimel" he cried, 
relapsing into his brogue. "An' whin Oi do, law 
er no law, Oi'll bust 'em woide open clane to their 
dirty gizzards 1" 

"Sure ye will!" soothed Slue Foot. "But, 
it's better ye don't go worryin' about it now. 
They're miles away, chances is, mixed up with a 
hundred like 'em in some town er nother. I 
started the cuttin' this momin'. I'm workin' to 
the north boundary, an' then swing back from 
the river." 
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Huii^ nodded: "That's right. We want to 
make as good a showin' as we kin this year. Slue 
Foot. Keep 'em on the jump, but don't crowd 
*em too hard." 

Slue Foot turned to Connie: *'An' now, if 
ye hain't got nawthin' better to do than set there 
an' beaver that pencil, ye kin come on up to Camp 
Two an' I'll give ye the names of the mrai." 

"H you didn't have anything better to do than 
hike down here, why didn't you stick a list of the 
names in your pocket?" flashed the boy, who had 
found it hard to sit and listen to the words ot the 
double-dealing boss of Camp Two. 

"Kind of sassy, hain't yeF" sneered Slue Foot. 
"Well take that out of ye, 'fore yer hair turns 
grey. D'ye ever walk on rackets?" 

"Some," answered Connie. "I guess I can 
manage to make it." 

Slue Foot went out, and Hurley motioned the 
boy to his side. "Don't pay no heed to his 
growlin* an' grumblin', it was bom in him," be 
whispered. 

"Ill show him one of these days I ain't afraid 
<rf him, " answered the boy, so quickly that Hurley 
lauded. 
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"Hurry along, then," he said. "An' if ye 
git back in time I've a notion to send ye out after 
a pa'tridge. Saginaw says yer quite some sport 
with a rifle." 

"That's the way to work it, kid," commended 
^ue Foot, as Connie bent over the fastenings cd his 
snow-shoes. "Ill growl an' you sass every time 
we're ketched together. 'Twasn't that I'd of 
made ye hike way up to my camp jest fer to copy 
them names, but the time's came fer to begin to 
g^t lined up on shadin' the cut, an' we jest nachdly 
had to git away from the office. Anyways it 
won't hurt none to git a good trait broke between 
tiie camps." 

"There ain't any chance of getting caught at 
this graft, is there?" asked the boy. 

"Naw; that is, 'tain't one chanct in a thousan'. 
Course, it Stan's to reason if a man's playin' fer 
big stakes he's got to take a chanct. Say, where'd 
you learn to walk on rackets? You said you 
hadn't never be'n in the woods before." 

"I said I'd never worked in the woods — I've 
hunted some." 

The talk drifted to other things as the two 
plodded along the tote road, but once within the 
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little office at Camp Two, Slue Foot plut^^ im- 
mediately into his scheme. "It's like this: The 
sawyers gits paid by the piece — the more they cut, 
the more pay they git. The Ic^ is scaled after 
they're on the slddways. Each pair of sawyers 
has their mark they put on the logs they cut, an* 
the scaler puts down every day what each pair 
lays down. Then every night he ttuns in the 
report to you, an' you copy it in the 1(^ book. 
The total cut has got to come out ri^t — the scaler 
knows all the time how many feet is banked on the 
rollways. I've got three pair of sawyers that's 
new to the game, an' they hain't a-gcnn' to cut 
as much as the rest. Hie scaler wcm't never look 
at your books, 'cause it hain't none of his funeral 
if the men don't git what's a-comin' to 'em. He 
keeps his own tally of the total cut. Same with 
the walldn' boss — that's Hurley. All he cares is 
to make a big showin'. He'll have an eye on the 
total cut, an' he'll leave it to S^inaw an* me to see 
that the men gits what's comin' to 'em in our own 
camps. Now, what you got to do is to shade a 
little off each pair of sawyers' cut an' add it onto 
what's turned in fer them three pair I told you 
about. Then, in the spring, when these birds 
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cashes their vouchers in town, I'm right there to 
collect the overage." 

"But," objected Connie, "won't the others 
set up a howl? Surely, they will know that 
these men are not cutting as much as they 
are." 

"How they goin' to find out what vouchers 
them six turns in? They hain't a-goin' to show 
no one their vouchers." 

"But, won't the others know they're being 
credited with a short cut?" 

"That's where you ccone in. You got to take 
off so little that they won't notice it. Sawyers only 
knows about how much they got comin'. They 
only guess at the cut. A little offen each one 
comes to quite a bit by spring." 

"But, what if these men that get the overage 
credited to 'em refuse to come across?" 

Slue Foot grinned evilly: "I'll give 'em a 
little bonus fer the use of their names, " he said. 
"But, they hain't a-goin' to refuse to kick in. 
I've got their number. They hain't a one of the 
hull dx of 'em that I hain't got somethin' on, an' 
they know it." 

"All right," said Connie, as he arose to go. 
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"I'm on. And don't forget that you promised 
to let me in on something bigger, later on." 

"I won't fei^t. It looks from here like me an* 
you had a good thing." 

An hour later Connie once more entered the 
office at Camp One. Steve sat beside Hurley, 
and S^inaw Ed stood warming himself with his 
back to the stove. 

"Back ag'in," greeted the big boss. "How 
about it, ye too tired to swing out into the brush 
with the rifle? Seems liln they wouldn't nothin' 
in the world taste so good as a nice fat pa'tridge. 
An' you tell the cook if he dries it up when he 
roasts it, he better have his turkey packed an' 
handy to grab." 

"I'm not tired at all," smiled Connie, as he 
took Saginaw's rifle from the wall. "It's too bad 
those fellows swiped your gun, but I guess I can 
manage to pop c^ a couple of heads with this." 

"You'd better run along with him, Steve," 
said Hurley, as he noted that the other boy eyed 
Connie wistfully. "The walk'U do ye good. Ye 
hain't hardly stretched a 1^ sense I got hurt. 
The kid don't mind, do ye, kid?" 

"You bet I don't!" exclaimed Connie heartily. 
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"Come on, Steve, we'll tree a bunch of 'em and 
then take turns popping their heads oS." 

As the two boys made their way across the 
clearing, Hurley raised himself on his elbow, and 
stared after them through the window: "Say, 
S^inaw, " he said, "d'ye know there's a do^cme 
smart Idd." 

" Who ?" asked the other, as he ^)at indifferently 
into the wood box. 

"Why, this here Connie. Per a greener, I never 
see his beat." 

"Ydi," answered Saginaw, drily, his eyes also 
upon the retreating backs, "he's middlin' smart, 
all right. Quite some of a kid — ^fer a greener." 
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CHAPTER XIII 

SAGINAW ED HUKTS A CLUB 

"I TELLOI" cried Si^inaw Ed, as he stared in 
' ^ surprise at a wide, fiat trail in the snow. 
The exdamation brought Connie Moi^an to his 
side. The two were hunting partridges and rab- 
tttts, and their wanderings had carried them to the 
estreme western edge of the timber tract, several 
nules distant from the camps that were located 
upon the Dogfish River, which formed its eastern 
boundary. Despite the fact that the work of both 
camps was in full swing, these two found frequent 
opportumty to slip out into the timber for a few 
hours' hunt, which answered the twofold purpose 
(tf giving them a chance to perfect their plans ftx 
the undoing of Slue Foot Magee, and providii^ a 
welcome addition to the salt meat bill of fare. 

"Wonder who's be'n along here? 'Tain't no 
one from the camps — them's Injun snow-shoes. 
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An' they ain't no one got a right to hunt here, 
ndther. Hurley posted the hull trac' account of 
not wantin' no penniscu's shootin' gain' on with 
the men workin' in the timber. Them trades is 
middlin' fresh, too." 

"Made yesterday," opined Connie, as he ex- 
amined the trail closely. "Travelling slow, and 
following his own bade trail." 

Saginaw nodded approval. "Yup," he agreed. 
"An', bein' as he was travellin' slow, he must ctf 
went quite a little {riece. He wasn't carryin' no 
padc." 

"TraveUinglight," corroborated the boy. "And 
he went up and came back the same day. " 

"Bein' as he headed north and ccune back from 
there, it ain't goin' to do us no hurt to kind of find 
out if he's hangin' 'round dost by. They ain't 
nothing north of us, in a day's walk an' back, ex- 
cept the Syndicate's Wilier River camp. An', 
spite of yer stickin' up fer him, I don't trust that 
there Mike Gillum, nor no one else that would 
daim Hurley throw'd in with the Syndicate." 
The man struck into the trail, and Connie followed. 
Hiey had covered scarcely half a nulewhen Sagi- 
naw once more halted in surprise. 
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"Well, 111 be doggoned if there ain't a di^outt 
An* onless I'm quite a bit off my reckonin', it's 
indde our line. " For several moments the two 
scratinized the structure, which was half cabin, 
half dugout. Prom the side of a steep bank the 
log front of the little building protraded into the 
ravine. Smoke curled lazily from a stov^pe 
that stuck up through the snow-covered roof. 
The single window was heavily frosted, and a deep 
path had been shovelled through a huge drift that 
reached nearly to the top of the door. The trail 
the two had been following began and ended at 
that door, and without hesitation they approached 
and knocked loudly. The door opened, and in the 
dark oblong of the interior stood the grotesque 
figure of a little old man. A pair of bright, watery 
eyes regarded them from above a tangle of grey 
beard, and long grey hair curled from beneath a cap 
of muskrat sldn from which the fur was worn in ir^ 
T^ular patches. "Phwatd'yezwaiit?"hewhined,in 
a voice cracked and thin. " Is ut about me money?" 

"Yer money?" asked Saginaw. "We don't 
know nothin' about no money. We're from the 
k% camps over on Dogfish. What we want to 
know is what ye're doin' here?" 
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"Doin' here!" exclaimed the little old man. 



" PHWAT d'vEZ want? " BE WUINBD. 

"Oi'm livin' here, that's what Oi'm doin' — jest like 
Oi've done f 'r fifteen year. Come on in av ye want 
to palaver. Oi'm o^d an' like to freeze standin' 
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here in th' dare, an' if ye won't come in, g'wao 
away, an' bad cess to yez £'r not bringin' me back 
me money. " 

S^naw ^anced at Connie and touched his fore- 
head significantly. As they stepped into the 
stuffy interior, the old man closed the door and 
fastened it with an oak bar. Little light filtered 
through the heavily frosted window, and in the 
semi-darkness the two found difficulty pickii^ 
their way amid the litter of traps, nets, and fire- 
wood that covered the floor. The little room 
boasted no chair, but, seating himself upon an up- 
turned keg, the owner moticmed his visitors to the 
bunk that was built along the wall within easy 
reach of the little cast iron cooking stove that 
served also to heat the room. 

"Ye say ye've lived here for fifteen years?" 
asked Saginaw, as he drew ofi his heavy mittens. 

"Oihave thot. " 

"Ye wasn't here last winter. " 

"Thot's whut Oi'm afther tellin' yez. Last 
winter I wu2 to the city. " 

"This here shack looks like it's old, all right," 
admitted Saginaw. "Funny no one nm acrost it 
last winter." 
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"Ut snowed airly," cut in the Kttle man, "an* 
if they ain't no wan here to dig her out, she'd drift 
plumb under on th' furst wind. " 

"Who are you?" asked Connie. "And what do 
you do for a living? And what did you mean 
about your money ? " 

"Who sh'd Oi be but Dinny O'SuUivan? 'An' 
phwat do Oi do fer a livin' ? ' sez ye. 'Til last win- 
ter Oi worked f 'r Timothy McClusky, thot owned 
this trac' an' w'd died befoor he'd av sold ut to th' 
Syndicate. Good wages, he paid me, an' Oi kep' 
<^ th' timber tbayves, an' put out foires, an' what 
not. An' Oi thrapped an' fished betoimes an' Oi 
made me a livin'. Thin, McClusky sold th' tim- 
ber. 'Ye betther come on back wid me, Dinny, ' 
sez he. 'Back to the owld sod. Ut's rich Oi'll 
be over there, Dinny, an' Oill see ye'll niver 
want.' 

' ' But, ut's f oorty year an' more since Oi cwne to 
Amurica, an' Oi'd be a stranger back yon. * Oi'll 
stay, ' Oi sez, 'f 'r Oi've got used to th' woods, an' 
whin they cut down th' timber, Oi'll move on till 
somewheres they ain't cut.' 'Ut's hatin' Oi am 
to lave yez behind, Dinny, ' sez he, 'but, Oi won't 
lave ye poor, fer ye've served me well, ' an' wid 
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thot, he puts his hand in his pocket loike, an' pulls 
out some bills, an' he hands 'em to me. 'Put 'em 
by f 'r a rainy day, Dinny, ' he sez, an' thin he wuz 
gone. Oi come insoide an' barred th' dure, an' 
Oi counted th' money in me hand. Tin bills they 
wuz, all bright an' new an' clone, an' aich bill wuz 
foive hunder' dollars. 'Twas more money thin 
Oi'd iver see, or thought to see, an' ut wuz all 
moine — moine to kape or to spind, to t'row away 
er to save. 'Oi'llsaveut, ' sezOi, 'lolkeMcClusky 
said, ag'in' a rainy day.* An' Oi loosed a board in 
th' flure — 'tiz th' wan to th' left in under th' bunk, 
yonder — an' Oi put th' bills in a tobaccy tin an' 
put 'em in th' hole Oi'd scooped out, an' put back 
th' board. " The little old man paused and poked 
noisily at the stove, fumbled in his pockets and 
produced a short, black cutty pipe and a pouch of 
tobacco, and continued : 

"Qi've wor-rked hard from six years owld to 
dventy, but ut's not in th' name av O'Sullivan to 
lay an-nything by. 'Twus come hard an' go 
aisy— but f'r a month Oi niver lifted th' board. 
Thin wan day Oi tuk 'em out an' counted 'em. 
Th' nirt wake Oi done th' same. Th' days begun 
to git shorter, an' th' noights colder, an' th' ducks 
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come whistiin' out av th' narth. Iveiy day, now, 
Oi'd take thim bills out an' count 'em. Oi cut 
three littie notches in the camera wid me knife — 
'tis the mark Oi file on me thraps, so whin an-nyone 
sees 'em, 'Tiz Dinny O'Sullivan's bill,' they'll say, 
an' Oi can't lose 'em. ' 'Tiz a cowld winter comin', 
Dinny,' sez Oi, 'f'r th' mushiats is buildin' airly. 
Yer gittin* owld f'r th' thrappin',' sez Oi, but Oi 
know'd 'twuz a loie whin Oi said ut; 'beloike ye'd 
betther go to th' city. ' ' Ye'll not ! ' sez Oi, moind- 
in* what McQusky said about a rainy day. An' 
Oi put back th' bills an' covered thim wid th' 
board. Th' uist day ut wuz cloudy an' cowld, an' 
Oi set be th' stove an' counted me bills. 'Th' 
loights is bright av an avenin' in th' city, Dinny,' 
Oi sez, 'an' there's shows an' what not, an' min av 
yer koind to palaver. Ut's loike a mink ye'll be 
livin' in yer hole in th' woods av ye stay. There's 
too much money, an-nyhow,' Oi sez; 'av ye don't 
git ack, ye don't nade ut, an' if ye do, 'twill out- 
last ye, an' whin ye die, who'll have th' spindin' av 
thim clane new bills? They's prob'ly O'Sullivans 
lift imhimg yit in Oirland, ' sez Oi — though av me 
mimory's good, they's few that aught to be — 'Oi'll 
spend 'em mesilf. ' Th' wind wailed t'rough th' 
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trees loike th' banshee. Oi looked out th' windie — 
'twuz rainin'. "Tis a token,' sez Oi; "tiz th* 
rainy day thot McClusky said w'd come. ' " The 
old man chuckled. '"Tiz loike thot a man argys 
whin ut's himself' s th' judge an' jury. 

"So Oi put th' bills in me pocket an' tuck th' 
thrain fer St. Paul. Oi seen Molke Gillum on th' 
thrain an' Oi show'd um me money. 'Go back 
to th' woods, Dinny,' he sez. 'There's no fool 
loike an owld fool, ye'll moind, an' they'll have 
ut away from yez. ' 'They'll notl' sez Oi. 'An' 
Oi'll be betther fer a year av rist. ' He thried to 
argy but Oi'd have none av ut, an' Oi put up wid 
th' Widdy MacShane, 'twuz half-sister to a cousin 
av a frind av moine Oi know'd in Brainard in 
nointy-sivin. Foive dollars a week Oi paid fer 
board an' room an' washin' — Oi'd live in style wid 
00 thought fer expince. Oi bought me a hat an' 
a suit wid brass buttons t'w'd done proud to Brian 
B<wu himsilf . " 

The old man paused and looked out the window. 
"To make a long stoiy short, be Christmas Oi wuz 
toired av me bargain. Oi've hved in th' woods too 
long, an' Oi'll lave 'em no more. Oi stuck ut out 
'til th' spring, but, what wid th' frindsOi'dpicted 
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up to blip me spind ut, an' th' clothes, an' th' shows 
ut costed me three av me clane new bills. Comin' 
back Oi shtopped off at RiverviUe, an' showed 
Mike Gillum the sivin Oi had lift. ' Yez done well. 
Dinny,' sez he. 'An' now will yez go to th' 
woods?' 'Oi will,* sez Oi, 'f'rOi'mtiredavristin*. 
But Oi'm glad Oi wint, an' Oi don't b^ru^e th' 
money, fr sivin is aisier thin tin to count an-nyway 
an' Oi've enough av ut rains f'r a year.* So Oi 
come back an' wuz snug as a bug in a rt^, 'til ut's 
mebbe two wakes ago, an' snowin' that day, an' 
they corned a Princhy along, an' he sez, 'Oi've a 
noice fat deer hangin ' ; ut's a matther av a ooui^ 
av moile from here. Av ye'll hilp me cut um up, 
Oi'll give ye th' shoulders an' rib mate— f'r ut's 
only th* quarters Oi want. ' Oi wint along an' we 
cut up th' deer, an' he give me th' mate an* Oi 
packed ut home. Whin Oi got back Oi seen some- 
wan had be'n here. Ut wuz snowin' hard, an' th* 
thracks wuz drifted full loike th' wans me an' th' 
Princhy made whin we started off to cut up th* 
deer, so Oi know'd the other had come jist afther 
we lift. I dropped me mate an' run in an' pulled 
up th' board. Th' tobaccy tin wuz imply I Th' 
thracks headed narth, an' Oi tuck out afther th* 
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dirthy spalpeeii, but th* snow got woi^ an' Oi had 
to turn back. Whin ut quit Oi wint to Willow 
River where Mike Gillum is numin' a Syndicate 
crew, but he said they wuzn't none av his men 
gone <M th' job. 'Oill do all Oi kin to thiy an' 
locate th' thafe,' sez he; 'but yez sh'd put yer 
money in th' bank, Dinny. ' Well, Oi hurd naw- 
thin' more from him, an' this mamin' Oi wint 
up there ^'In. He'd found out nawthin', an' he 
sez how he don't think ut wuz wan av bis min — so 
Oi corned back, an' th' nixt thing Oi knows yet two 
comed along — ^ye've th' whole story now, an' yell 
know av th* rainy days comes, Dinny O'Sullivan's 
a-goin' to git wet. " 

"What d'ye think of yer fine friend, Mike Gil- 
lum now?" asked Saginaw Ed, breaking a silence 
that had lasted while they had travelled a mile or 
so through the woods {Ttxa Denny O'Sullivan's 
cabin. 

"Just the same as I did before," answered Con- 
nie, without a moment's hesitation. "You don't 
think Mike Gillum swiped the old man's money, 
do you?" 

St^pnaw stopped in his tracks and faced the boy 
wrathfully. "Oh, no I I don't think he could 



by Google 



1 86 Connie Morgan in the Lumber Camps 

poedbly have swiped it, " he said, with ponderous 
sarcasm. "There ain't no chanct he did — seein' 
as he was the only one that know'd the money 
was there — an' seein' how the tracks headed north 
— an' seein' how he denied it. It couldn't of be'n 
him! llie old man's got his own word fer it that 
it wasn't." 

"If those I. W. W.'s wer'n't locked up safe in 
jail, I'd think they got the money. I know it 
wasn't Mike Gillum, " maintained the boy, 
stoutly. "If you knew Mike you wouldn't think 
that." 

"I don't know him, an' I don't want to know 
him I It's enough that I know Hurley. An' any- 
one that would claim Hurley was crooked, I 
wouldn't put it beyond him to do nothin' whatever 
that's disreligious, an' low-down, an' onrespectable. 
He done itl An' him writin' like he done about 
Hurley, proves that he done it — an' that's all they 
is to it. " 

Connie saw the uselessness of arguing with the 
woodsman whose devoted loyalty to his boss pre- 
vented his seeing any good whatever in the man 
who had sought to cast discredit upon him. "AH 
right," he grinned. "But I'm going to find out 
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who did do it, and I bet when I do, it won't be 
Mike Gillum that's to blame." 

Saginaw's momentary huff vanished, and he 
shook his head in resignation, as he returned the 
boy's grin. "I've saw a raft of folks, take it first 
an' last, but never none that was right down as 
stubborn as what you be. But, about fiadin' out 
who got the old man's money, you've bit off more 
than you kin chaw. You ain't got enough to go 
on." A partridge flew up with a whirr and settled 
upon the bare branch of a young birch a few yards 
farther on. Si^inawtook careful aim and shot its 
bead <M. "I got one on you this time, anyhow. 
That's five fer me, an' four fer you, an' it's gittin' 
too dark to see the sights. " 

"Guess that's right," admitted the boy. "But 
111 get even, when I show you who raided the old 
man's cabin." 

'"Spect 111 do a little projektin' 'round myself, 
if I git time. It might be such a thing III git two 
on ye." Thus th^ eng^ed in friendly banter 
until the yellow lights that shone from the windows 
d the camp buildings welcomed them across the 
clearing. 

The next day Connie hunted up Prendiy Lamar. 
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He found him in the stable carefully removii^ the 
ice bai^les from the fetlocks of his beloved horses. 
He had spent the morning breaking trail on the 
tote road. 

"Why don't you get yotirself some real horaes?" 
teased the boy. "One of those 1(% team harses will 
outweigh the whole four of yours. " 

"Log team I Sacre! Dem bosses fat, lak wan 
peeg! Dey go 'bout so fas' lak wan porkjrpinel 
Dey drag de Ic^ 'roun' de woods. Dey got for 
have de ice road for haul de beeg load to de rollway. 
But, me — I'm tak' ma four gran' boss, I'm heetch 
dem oop, I'm climb on ma sleigh, I'm crack ma 
wheep, an — monjee! Dem hoss she jomp 'long de 
tote road, de bells dey ring lak de Chreestmas tarn, 
de snow fly oop from de hoof, an' dem hoss d^ 
ron t'rough de woods so fas' lak de deer! Me — 
I ain' trade wan leetle chonk ma boss's tail iac all 
de be% fat log team w'at ees een de woods. " 

"You're all ri^t, Prenchy," laughed the 
hay. "But, tell me, why didn't you slip me a 
chunk of that venison you brought in the other 
day?" 

The Frenchman glanced about swiftly. "NonI 
W'at you mean — de vmaison ? I ain' keel no deer 
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Hurley she say you ain' kin keel no deer 
w'en de season ees close. " 

"Sure, I know you didn't kill it. But you 
brought it in. What I want to know is, who did 
kiUit?" 

"I ain' breei^ no WROMcn een dis camp since de 
season git shut. " 

' ' Oh, you took it to Camp Two I Slue Foot shot 
the deer, did he?" 

"How you fin' dat out? Hurley ain' lak I'm 
tak' de venaison to Camp Two, no mor' lak Camp 
Wan. She fin' dat out she git mad, I'm t'ink she 
bus' me wan on ma nose. " 

"Hurley don't know anything about it," reas- 
sured the boy. "And I'll give you my word he 
never will find out from me. I just happen to 
want to know who sent you after that meat. I 
won't squeal on either one of you. You can trust 
me, can't you?" 

"Oui," answered the teamster, without hesita- 
tion. "You pass de word — dat good. Slue Foot, 
she keel dat deer wan tarn, an' hang heem oop to 
freeze. Wan day she say, 'Frenchy, you go rat 
ovaire on de wes' line an' git de deer wat I'm got 
hangin'.' I ain' lak dat mooch, but Slue Foot say: 
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'She startin' for snow an ' you tntck git cover oop. 
Me an' you we have wan gran' feast in de o£Sce, 
an' Hurley she ain' gon fin dat out. Wan leetle 
cA' man she got cabin 'bout two mile nort' of where 
de deer hang by de creek where four beeg maple 
tree stan' dose beside. You git de oV man to hdp 
you cut oop de meat, an' you breeng de hine 
qua'ter, an' give heem de res'. He ees poor ol' 
man, an' lak to git som' meat.' I'm t'ink dat 
pret' good t'ing Slue Foot lak to giv' som' poor ol' 
man de meat, so I gon an' done lak he says. " 
"It was snowing that day, was it?" 
"Out, she snow hard all day. I'm git back 'bout 
noon, an' ma tracks ees snow full. " 

"Was Slue Foot here when you got bade?" 
"Out, an' dat night we hav' de gran' suppaire. 
Slue Foot say dat better you ain' say nuttin' 'bout 
dat deer, 'cause Hurl^ she git mad lak t'undaire. 
I'm tell you 'bout dat 'cause I'm know you ain' 
gon' try for mak' no trouble. Plenty deer in de 
woods, anyhow. " 

Connie nodded. "Yes, but orders are orders. 
If I were you I wouldn't have anything to do 
with deer killed out of season. Suppose Hurley 
had found out about that deer instead of me. 
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You'd have been in a nice fix. When Hurley gives 
an order he generally sees that it's obeyed. " 

"Dat rat," agreed Frenchy, with alacri^. 
"Dat better I ain' got Hurley mad on me, ba 

gOBfil" 
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A PAIS OF SOCKS 

A WEEK later Connie was roused from his desk 
*^ in the little c^ce by the sound of bells. 
There was a loud "Whoa!" and Prenchy, wearing 
his long stocking cap of brilliant red yam, and clad 
in his gayest mackinaw, pulled up his four-horse 
tote-team with a flourish before the door, and 
stepped smiling from the sleig^. 

"Wat you t'ink, now, m's'u I'infantf S'pose 
I'm trade ma gran' team for de beeg fat log boss, 
de cook she don' git no supply for wan week. Den, 
mebbe-so you got to eat porkypine an' spruce tea. 
Me — I'm back to-mor' ni^t, wit ma gran' tote- 
team, hien!" 

Connie laughed. "I guess you've got tiie right 
team for the job, Frenchy. But it seems to me 
you picked out a bad day for the trail. " It had 
turned suddenly wann during the night, and tlie 
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boy indicated a shallow pool of muddy water 
that had collected in the depression before the 
door. 

"De snow she melt fas' w'ere sheall tromp down 
an' dirty, but on de tote road w'ere she w'ite an' 
clean she ain' melt so fas'." He paused and 



" what's TBiat " ASKBD THE BOV, PU3H1MC CP A SHALL BUNDLE. 

cocked an eye skyward. "I'm git to Dogfish be- 
fore she melt an' tonight she gon' for turn col', an' 
tomor', ba goss, I'm com' bade on de ice, lak de 
1<^ road." 

"What's this?" asked the boy, picking up a 
small bundle done up in brown wrapping paper 
that lay upon the seat of the sleigh. 

"Oh, dat wan pair wool sock Slue Foot sen' 
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down to Corky Dyer for Ire'p he's feet wa'm. I'm 
mak' dat go on de, w'at you call, de express. " 

Connie picked up the package and r^;arded it 
with apparent unconcern. ' ' Who's Corky Dyer ? ' ' 
he asked, casually. 

"Corky Dyer, she ke'p de s'loon down to Brain- 
aid. She f rien' for Slue Foot, lak wan brudder. ' ' 

As Frenchy's glance strayed to Steve, who came 
hurrying toward them with his list of supplies from 
the cook's camp, Connie's foot suddenly slipped, 
the package dropped from his hand squarely into 
the middle of the puddle of dirty water, and the 
next instant the boy came heavily down upon it 
with his knee. 

"O-o-ool" wailed the excitable Frendiman, 
dancing up and down. "Now I'm ketch, w'at you 
call, de t'undairel Slue Foot, she git mad on me 
now, ba gossi She say, 'You mak' dat leetle 
pack^e los' I'm bre'k you in two I ' " 

Connie recovered the package, trom which the 
wet paper was bursting in a dozen places. He 
glanced at it ruefully for a moment, and then, as 
if struck with a happy thought, he grinned. "Well 
fix that all right, " he said reassuringly, and turned 
toward the door. 
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"Non," protested Prenchy, dolefully, "dat ain' 
no good, to put on de new papier. De sock she 
got wet, an' de new papier she bus', too. " 

"You just hold your horses " 

"I ain't got for hoi' dem hosses. Dey broke to 
Stan' so long I want 'em. " 

"O^ne on in the office, then, " laughed the boy, 
"and 111 show you how we'll fix it." Frenchy 
followed him in, and Connie opened the wanagan 
chest. "We'll just make a new package, socks and 
all, and I'll copy the address oS on it, and Corky 
Dyer's feet will keep wann this winter just the 
same." 

"Out/ Ouit" approved the Prraichman, his 
face once more all smiles. He patted the boy 
admiringly upon the back. "You got de gran' 
head on you for t'ink. " 

"You don't need to say anything about this to 
Slue Foot, " cautioned the boy. 

The Frenchman laughed. " Ha ! Ha I You 
t'ink I'm gon' hont de trouble? Slue Foot she git 
m£td jes' de sam'. She lak for chance to growL 
I tell him 'bout dat,'I'm t'ink he bus' me in two." 

It was but the work of a few minutes to dupli- 
cate the small bundle, and the teamster took it 
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from the boy's hand with a s^h of relief. "So 
long !" he called gaily, as he climbed into the sleigh 
and gathered up his reins with an air. "Som' tam* 
you lak you git de fas' ride, you com' long wit' me. " 
His long whip cracked, and the impatient tote-team 
sprang out onto the trail. 

Footsteps sounded outside the door, and Connie 
hurriedly thrust the package into his turkey. 
Saginaw entered, and, with a vast assumption of 
carelessness, walked to the wall and took down his 
rifle. "Guess I might's well take a siyou out into 
the brush an' see what fer meat they is stirrin '. " 

"Want a partner?" 

"Sure, "answered the man, "I wish'tyoucould 
go long, but I don't guess you better. The log 
roads is sc^tenin' up, an' I give orders to ke^ the 
teams offen 'em. They ain't nothinll sp'ile a log 
load like teamin' on 'em soft. The teamsters 
won't have nothin' to do, an' they'll be homin' in 
on ye all day, to git stuff out of the wan^an. 
Hurley an' Lon's both up to Camp Two, so I guess 
yer elected to stick on the job. " 

"That's so, " answered the boy, "but, I bet the 
real reason you don't want me is because you're 
a&aid I'd kDl more game than you do." 
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"Wdl, ye might, at that," laughed S^inaw. 
"But well have plenty of chances to try out that 
part of it. I'm gittin' old, but I ain't so old but 
what I Idn see the sights of a rifle yet. " He drew 
the rackets from under his bunk and passed out, 
and as Connie watched him swing across the clear- 
ing, he grinned : 

"You're hiking out to see if you can't hat^ a 
little evidence up against Mike Gillum, and that's 
why you didn't want me along. Go to it, old 
band, but unless I miss my guess when you ccnne 
in tonight youll find out that your game has 
turned into crow. " 

Saginaw had prophesied ri{^tly. The wanagan 
did a land-o£Bce business among the idle teamsters, 
and at no time during the day did Connie dare to 
open the package that lay concealed in his turkey. 
Darkness came, and the boy Ughted the lamp. 
The teamsters continued to straggle in and out, 
and, just as the boy was about to lock the office 
and go to supper, Sa^naw returned. 

"What luck?" inquired Connie. 

"Never got a decent shot all day, " relied the 
man, as he put away his rifle and snow-shoes. "I 
got somethin' to tell you, though, when we've et 
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supper. Oiances is. Hurley an' Lonll be late if 
they ain't back by now. We kin powwow in the 
office onless they come, an' if they do, we kin mosey 
out an' hunt us up a log. " 

Supper over, the two returned to the office and 
seated themselves beside the stove. Saginaw filled 
his pipe and blew a great cloud of blue smoke to- 
ward the ceiling. "I swung 'round by Wilier 
River," he imparted, after a few shorter puffs. 
Connie waited for Tiim to proceed. ' ' Ye mind, the 
old man said how it was a Prenchy that got him 
to help cut up that deer? Well, they's a raft of 
French workin' up there fer the Syndicate. " 

"Any of 'em been deer hunting lately?" asked 
the boy, innocently. 

"Gosh sakes! How'd ye s'pose I kin tell? If 
I'd asked 'em they'd all said 'no. ' I jes' wanted 
to see if they was Frenchmens there. " 

Connie nodded. "That looks bad," he ad- 
mitted. 

"Yes, an' what's comin' looks worst. On the 
way back, I swung 'round by the old Irishman's, 
He hadn't heard nothin' more from this here Mike 
Gillum, so he went up ag'in yesterday to see him. 
Gillum claimed he hadn't foimd out nothin', an' 
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t^en the old man told him how he was broke an' 
needed grub to winter through on. Well, Gillum 
up an' dug down in his pocket an' loant him a hun- 
dred dollars!" 

"Good for Mike Gillum!" exclaimed Connie. 
"That's what I call a man!" 

"What d'ye mean — call a man?" cried Saginaw, 
di^ustedly. "Look a-here, you don't s'pose fer a 
minute that if Gillum hadn't of got the old man's 
pile he'd of loant him no hundred dollars, do ye? 
How's he ever goin' to pay it back ? Gillum knows, 
an' everyone knows that's got any sense, that what 
huntin' an' fishin' an' trappin' that old man kin do 
ain't only goin' to make him a livin', at the best. 
He ain't never goin' to git enough ahead to pay 
bad£ no hundred dollars. " 

"So much the more credit to Gillum, then. 
What he did was to dig down and give him a hun- 
dred." 

' ' Give him a hundred ! An' well he could afford 
to, seein' how he kep' thirty-four hundred fer him- 
self. Don't you think fer a minute, kid, that any 
one that's low-down enough to blackguard a man 
like Hurley would give away a hundred dollars — 
he'd see a man starve first. It's plain as the nose 
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on yer face. We've got a clear case, an' I'm a- 
goin' to git out a search warrant ag'm' him, 'fore 
he gits a chanct to send that money out of the 
woods. He's got it, an' I know it!" 

Connie smiled broadly. "He must have got it 
while we were at supper, then. " 

Saginaw r^arded him curiously. "What d'ye 
mean — supper?" he asked. 

For answer the boy crossed to his bunk, and, 
reaching into his tm'key, drew out the sc^gy pack- 
age. "Do you know who Corky Dyer is?" he 
asked, with seeming irrdevance. 

"Sure, I know who Corky Dyer is — an' no good 
of him, neither. He lives in Brainard, an' many's 
tite lumberjack that's t^e worse off fer knowin' 
him. But, what's Corky Dyer got to do with Milm 
Gillum an' the old man's money? " 

"Nothing, with Mike Gillum. I was only 
thinking I hope Corky can keep bis feet wann 
tliis winter, I sent him down a nice pair of wocd 
socks today. " 

Saginaw bent closer, and stared at the boy in- 
tently. "Be ye feelin' all ri^t, son?" he asked, 
with genuine concern. 

"Sure, I feel fine. As I was going on to say. Slue 
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Foot felt sorry for Corky Dyer's feet, so he picked 
oat a pair erf nice warm socks — ^'* 

"Thought ye said " 

The bc^ ignored the interruption, "and gave 
them to Frenchy to send to Corky by express. 
When Frenchy stopped here for his list I happened 
to pick up the package and while I was looking at 
it my foot slipped and I dropped it in a mud pud- 
dle and then fell on it. I hated to think of poor 
Corky wearing those dirty wet socks, and I didn't 
want Frenchy to get an awful baling out fran 
Slue Foot for not taking care of his package, so I 
just took a new pair out of the wanagan and 
sent them to him. I guess, now, we'd better 
open tliis package and wring these wet ones out, 
or they'll spoil. " 

S^pmw continued to stare as the boy drew his 
knife and cut the cord. Then he exploded angrily : 
"What in thunder d'ye s'pose I care about Corl^ 
Dyer's socks? An' what's his socks got to do with 
gittin' old Denny O'Sullivan's money back fer him? 
I thought ye was a better sport than that — Ye 
see yer fine friend's got cornered, an' right away ye 
switch oS an' begin talkin' about Slue Foot, an' 
Fftnchy, an' Corky Dyer's wet socks I Fer my 
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part, Corky Dyer's feet could git wet an' froze fer 
six foot above 'em — an' it would be a good thii^ 
fer the timber country, at that!" 

As Saginaw raved on, Connie unrolled the grey 
woollen socks and smoothed them out upon his 
knee. Sf^naw watched, scowling disapproval as 
he talked. "They's somethin' in one of 'em," he 
said with sudden interest. "What's it got in 
it?" 

Connie regarded him gravely. "I don't know, 
for sure — I haven't looked, but I think maybe it's 
Denny O'Sullivan's missing bills." 

Saginaw Ed's jaw dropped, and his hands 
gripped the chair arms till the knuckles whitened, 
as the boy thrust his hand into the damp sock. 
"Yes, that's what it is, all right," he said, as he 
drew forth the missing bills. "They're not quite 
as new and clean, maybe, as they were, but they're 
the ones — see the little notches in the comers, just 
like the marks on his traps. " 

Saginaw stared in silence while the boy finished 
counting: " — five, six, seven." Then, as full 
realization dawned upon him, he burst forth, and 
the roars of his laughter filled the little log ofiBce. 
"Wdl, dog my catsl" he howled, when at length 
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he found his voice. "'My foot slipped,' says he, 
'an* I dropped it in a mud puddle an' fell on it ! ' " 
He reached over and pounded the boy on the back 
with a huge hand. "You do^^ne little cuss I 
Here you set all the time, with the missin' bills 
tucked away safe an' sound in yer turkey — an' me 
trcmapin' my legs off tryin' to find out what's be- 
came of "em!" He thrust out his hand. "Ye 
sure outguessed me, kid, an' I dcoi't begrudge it. 
When it comes to headwork, yer the captain — 
with a capital K. An'believeme! I'dgiveahull 
tot to be where I could see Corky Dyer's face when 
he unwrops that package of socks!" 

Connie laughed. "So you see," he said, as he 
shook the extended hand, "we've got a clear case, 
all right — but not against Mike Gillum. " 
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CHAPTER XV 
HUBLEY PREPARES FOR THE DRIVE 

'T'HE two camps on Dogfish hummed with activ- 
^ ity. . Both Saginaw Ed and Slue Foot Magee 
had their crews "laying 'em down" with an eflfi- 
ciency that delighted the heart of Hurley, ^o came 
into the little office of Camp One after an inspec- 
tion of the railways, fairly radiating approval and 
good humour. That evoiing around the roaring 
stove the big walking boss lighted his pipe, and 
tilting back in his chair, contentedly wriggled his 
toes in the woollen socks, cocked comfortably upon 
the edge of his bunk, the while he held forth upon 
the merits of his crews to Lon Camden and S^- 
naw Ed and Connie Morgan who shared the 
quarters with him: 

"The best crews ever went into the woods!" he 
began, ' ' barrin' none. I've logged from Westcon- 
sin to the coast, an' never I seen the like. It's 
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partly because the men is doin' what they never 
thought to be doin' again — layin' down white 
|Mne. An' it's partly the bosses, an' the cook, an* 
the scaler, an' the derk. 1*11 show the owner a 
profit this year that'll make him fet^t last year's 
loss like a busted shoestring. I've twict as many 
logs on the rollways of each camp as I had alto- 
gether last year. " 

Lon Camden shook bis head: " Y^, that's so, 
Hurley, but logs on the rollways ain't logs at the 
mills. Ye had enough banked along the river last 
year to show a good profit — an* ye can bet yer last 
dollar the Syndicate's foulin' our drive wasn't no 
acddent. *' 

"But our brands was on the logs," insisted 
Hurley. "Even the Syndicate wouldn't dare to 
saw branded logs. " 

The scaler shook his head doubtfully : "I do'no, 
boss, some one sawed 'em. To my certain know- 
ledge there was better than two million feet on the 
laadin's when we bndce 'em out — an' two million 
feet of white pine ort to showed a good profit. " 

Hurley nodded, glumly: "Sure it ort," he 
agreed. "I seen the Ic^ mysdf on the rollways, 
an* when they got to the mills, the boom scale 
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was — " Tlie big boss paused and scratched his 
head thoughtfully, " — well, I ain't got no noodle 
fer ^^ers, an' I disremember jest what it was, but 
it was sboct enough so it et up the profits an* 
handed us a fourteen-l^ousan'-dollar loss, or there- 
abouts. An'me with the owner way up in Alasky, 
an' thinldn' mebbe I done him cut of his money. 
'Twas a loi^ head I had when I stuck out fer a 
two-year contract, an' this year if we don't rrfl 
e^t million feet in the river my name ain't Jake 
Hurley!" 

"Yes," broke in S^inaw Ed, "an' if we make 
the same rate of loosin', the loss this year'U figger 
somewheres up around fifty thousan'. " 

Hurley's ^es grew hard "They ain't a-goin* 
to be no loss this year ! " he repUed savagely. ' ' The 
Syndicate had more logs in Dogfish than me last 
year, an' a bigger crew, an' more white-water 
birlers amongst *em, so Long Leaf Olson, the fore- 
man of the Syndicate camp, ordered me to take 
the rear drive. I tuk it — an' be the time I'd got 
through cardin' the ledges, an' sackin' the bars, an' 
shovin' off jill-pokes, the main drive was sorted an' 
the Ic^s in the logans, an' I was handed me boom 
scale at the mills. But, this year it's different. 
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I'll have agin as many logs as them, an' two crews, 
an' when we git to tiie mills I'll have men of my 
own at the sortin' gap." 

"If they was dams on Dogfish the rear drive 
wouldn't be so bad, " opined Saginaw. 

"If they was dams on Dogfish, we'd be worse cfi 
than ever, " growled Hurley, "because the Syndi- 
cate would Own the dams, an* we'd stand a fat 
show of sluidn' anything through 'em. No sirl 
Well go out with the ice, an' me on the head of the 
drive, an' if Long Leaf fouls us, I won't be carin*. 
I see through the game he done me last year — 
keepin' me on Hie rear, an' it worked like this: 
Dogfish nrns out with a rush an' then falls as quidc 
as it run out. All the logs that ain't into the big 
river on the run-out is left fer Uie rear drive, an', 
beKeve me, we had a plenty dry-rollin' to do. For 
why? Because that thievin' Loi^ Leaf nipped 
every jam before it started, an' left me with a 
month's work gittin' the stranded logs out c^ Dog- 
fish. This year, it'll be me that's boss of tiie main 
drive, an' if a jam starts I'll let 'em pile up — an' 
I'll see that one starts, too — that'll back the water 
up behind 'em an' give the rear plenty of river to 
float down on, then when everything's caught up. 
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I'll put some canned thunder In under her an' 
away we go to the next jam. " 

"Ye' talk like ye could jam *em wheaever ye 
wanted to, " said Lon Camden. 

Hurley regarded him gravely: "It's twen^- 
three miles bxaa here to the big river. Therell 
be a jam t&i miles below here, an' another, tne 
mile above the mouth. " The three stared at him 
in surprise. "You see, " the boss continued, with 
evident satisfacticm in their astonishment, "when 
Z got the boom scale last summer, it turned me ack. 
I made out me report an' sent it to Alasky, an' 
then I went home to Pine Hook an* hoed me gar- 
den a day, an' put in the next one choppin' fire- 
wood. It was after supper that day an' the kiddies 
to bed, the wife comes out to where I was an' sets 
down on the choppin' log beside me. I smokes 
roe pipe, an' dcm't pay her no mind, 'cause I was 
sore in the heart of me. After while she lays a 
hand on the sleeve of me shirt. 'Jake, ' she says, 
'all the winter an' spring the diilder gabbles about 
the fun they'll be havin' when daddy axnes 
home.'" The man paused and grinned, slyly. 
"It's like a woman to b^in at the backwards of a 
thing an' work up to the front. I bet when one 
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gits to heaven it'll be the health of Adam an' Eve 
they'll be inquirin' about furst, instead of John 
L. Sullivan, roight out. Anyway, that's what she 
says, an' I replies in the n^ative by sayin' nothin '. 
'An' here you be'n hMne two days, ' she goes on, 
an' stops, like they's enough be'n said. 

"'An' I've hoed the garden, an' cut the fire- 
wood,' says I. 'What would you be havin' me 
do?'" Again Hurl^ grinned: "I dropped a 
match in the bung of an empty gasoline bar'lonct, 
that had laid in the sun behind the store, thinkin' 
to see if it would make a good rain bar'l. It 
didn't. Part of it made fair Idndlin's, thouj^, an' 
I was out an' around in a week. Giant powder, 
gasoline, an' wiromin is all safe enough if ye don't 
handle 'em careless — ^but, if ye do, ye git quick 
action — an' plenty of it. 

"'Dol' she says, in the same tone of voice used 
by the gasoline bar'l that day. 'Well, if you can't 
think of nothin' else to do, give the poor darlints 
a beatin' just to let 'em know you're around I' 
Then she gits up an' starts fer the house. " Hurley 
held a match to his pipe and puffed deeply for a few 
monents, "I never believed much in signs," he 
grinned, "but they's some signs I heed — so I 
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laughed. The laugh come from the throat only, 
an' not from the heart, an' at the sound of it she 
turned, an' then she come back slow an' set down 
agin on the choppin' log. 'Tell me what's wrong, 
Jake, ' she says. 'Two kin carry a load better than 
on& * So I up an' told her, an' she set for quite a 
while an' looked out over the slashin'. 

'"Is tiiat all?' she says, after a bit. 'Is that 
what ye've be'n hoein" an' choppin' over fer two 
days, an' gittin' madder with every whadc — an' 
not payin' no heed to Uie important things that's 
been pilin' up to be done.* 'What's to be done?' 
saysl, 'if it ain't thewoodan'liiegarden?' 'It's 
the first time ye ever come back from the woods an' 
didn't see fer yerself idiat's to be done, ' she says. 
'With two wheels busted off Jimmy's tote wagon, 
an' Paddy's logs in the crick an' on his landin's 
waitin* fer daddy to show him how to build his dam 
an' sluice, an' Jimmy with the timber all out fer his 
Injun stockade, an' waitin' fer daddy to tell him 
does the logs go in crossways or up an' down ! ' 

"So the next week I put in l(^gin' on the crick 
bdiind the p^ pen. We put in a dam an' sluice, 
an' run a season's cut through, an' sorted 'em an' 
boomed 'em, an even rigged a goat-power saw- 
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mill that would jerk the logs out of the crick but 
wouldn't cut 'em. An' by gosh, when the week 
was gone t had some good schemes in me own head, 
an' takin' five men with me, I went off up D<^fish 
an' studied the stream, an' this spring they'll be 
jams^erel wantjamsl An' I'm the bucko that'll 
be on the head end, an' I'll bust 'em when I want 
tol" 

"You ain't obstructed navigation, have ye?" 
asked Lon, with concern. "Cause if you have the 
Syndicate'!! take it up in a minute, an' they'll law 
ye out of ten seasons' profit. Buckin' the Syn- 
dicate has cost many a little feller his pile. If 
they can't steal ye poor, they'll law ye poor — an' 
it's the same thing f er the small operator. " 

"Never you fret about the lawin', Lon. What 
I an' me five hearties put into Dogfish last summer 
lodes like drift piles from a summer rain, an' the 
same charge of canned thunder that busts the 
jam will blow the log-an' rock foundaticms of 
the drift piles to smithereens. " 

Lon smoked in silence for a few moments, as 
though pondering the boss's words, and as he 
smoked his lips gradually expanded into a grin of 
approval. Hurley noted the smile: "An' it all 
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come of me workin' out the problems oi a six- 
year old kid on the little crick behind the pig 
pen. An' what's more, I've got some of the 
problems of the big river more clear in me 
noodle." 

SaginawBd winked at Connie; and leaning over, 
whispered into the boy's ear: "Hurley's done a 
smart thing," he cmfided, "an' it'll hurry the drive 
out of Dogfish. But he ain't got to the meat c^ 
the trouble — an' that's up to you an' me. " 

As the season progressed Hurley had increased 
his crews until each numbered one hundred and 
twenty-five men, and the daily work ci these men 
was an unceasing source of interest to Connie. 
Every moment that could be spared from his 
duties, the boy was out among them, swinging an 
axe with the swampers, riding the huge loads of 
logs that slipped smoothly over the iced log roads 
cm their trips to the landings, standing beside Lon 
Camden as he scaled the incoming loads, or among 
the sawyers, watching some mighty pine crash to 
earth with a roar of protest. 

"I never seen a clerk before that ye could prize 
away fican the office stove with a pickpole," re- 
marked Lon Camdon, one day, as he and Hurley 
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watdied the boy riding toward than balanced 
upon the tc^ log of a huge load. 

"He'll know more about loggin' be spring, " re- 
plied the boss, "than many an' old lumberjack. 
It's the makin' oi a fine boss the Idd has. " 

"He kin scale as good as me, a'ready, " admitted 
Lon. "An' that other Idd, too — why just from 
trottin' 'round with this one he's got so he shows 
some real stuff. If ever I picked a kid fer a bad 
egg it was him. " 

"Me too," admitted Huriey. "But Connie 
stuck up for him, even after he'd throw'd in with 
the I. W. W's. Steve kin have anything I've 
got," he added, after a pause. "He saved me life, 
an' after the drive I'm gam' to tate him home with 
me up to Pine Hook, instead of turmn' him loose to 
go to the bad aroimd such dumps as Corky Dyer's 
where I picked him up. He'd got a wrong start. 
It's like he was follerin' a log road, an' got switched 
cH onto a cross-haul — ^but, he's back cm the main 
road again, an' it's Jake Hurley'U keep him 
there. '* 

"He's all right, an' the men like him — but he 
ain't got the head the other one has. " 

"Sure he ain't!" agreed Hurl^. "You Idn 
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take it from me, Lon, befOTe that there Comiie is 
thirty, he'll be ownin' timber of his own. " 

"I'd almost bet money on it, " said Saginaw Ed, 
1^0 had come up in time to hear Hurl^'s pro- 
phecy. "Say boss, them irons come in fer the 
cocdc's bateau; I expect we better put to work on 
it. Month from now, an' we'll be listenin' night 
an' day fer the boomin' of the ice. " 

The boss assented: "Hop to it, fer we don't 
want no delay whrai this drive starts. " 

S^jinaw turned toward the blacksmith shop to 
give his orders r^arding the scow, in which the 
cook would follow the drive and furnish hot meals 
for the rivermen. His eye fell upon Connie as the 
boy slid from the load: "Better get over to the 
office, son," he grinned. "Slue Foot's over there 
just a-meltin' the snow, 'cause you ain't around to 
sdl him a plug of terbacker." The boy joined 
him, and Saginaw cast a look at the rollways; 
"Lots of legs on the landin's, son, " he remarked. 

"Seven million, three hundred thousand feet, 
up to last night, " said the boy proudly. "Every- 
thing looks fine. " 

"Fine as frog hair, son — which some folks holds 
is too fine to last. " 
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"What do you mean?" 

"Well nothin' that I could name — only, what 
you said about Que Foot's bein' mixed up with the 
I. W. W. It's like I told you, them birds gits jobs 
just so tiiey kin git a chanct to distroy property. 
They don't want to work, an' they don't want no 
one dse to work. We caught three of 'em tiyin' 
to bum the stables, which is about their size, an' 
if the sheriff served Doc's warrants, I guess they're 
in ja0 now. But how do we know that them three 
was aU the I. W. W.'s in the outfit? An' how do 
we know that Slue Foot ain't plottin' some move, 
that'll put a crimp in us somehow er other? " 

The boy smiled: "I've thought of that, too," 
he answered. "But I don't think there is mudi 
danger from the I. W. W.'s. I've been watching 
Slue Foot, and I know that he's not going to start 
anything. He was glad to get those I. W. W.'s off 
the works. You see he's got a fish of his own to 
fry. He belongs to the I. W. W. just because it's 
natural for him to throw in with crooks and crim- 
inals, but he's so crooked himself that he won't 
even play square with his gang of crooks. He saw 
a chance to make some crooked money for himself, 
so he threw his friends over. We're all right, be- 



by Google 



2i6 Connie Morgan in fb» Lumber Can^ 

cause the more logs we put into the river the bigger 
his graft is. And we've got him right where we 
want him. We can nail him in a minute, if we 
want to, for swiping the old Irishman's mraiey — 
but I don't want to spring that unless I have to 
until I get the goods on the Syndicate." 

Saginaw nodded: "I guess that's good dope, 
all right. But, if I was you, I'd git a line cm his 
scheme as soon as I could. You can't never tdl 
what'll happen in the woods — an' when it does, 
it's most generally always somethin' different. " 

As the boy continued his way to the office, after 
parting from Saginaw at the blacksmith shop, he 
decided to carry out Saginaw's suggestion at once. 
In fact, for a week or ten days Connie had been 
watching for an opportunity to force Slue Foot to 
show his hand. And now he decided, the time had 
come. There was no one in sight; the boss ol 
Camp Two had evidentiy gone into the ofiSce. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

SLUE FOOT "comes ACROSS" 

A S C<mme pushed open the door he was greeted 
■'* with a growl: "It's a doggone wonder ye 
wouldn't stay 'round an' tend to business onct in 
a whilel Here I be'n waitin' half an' hour fer to 
git a plug of terbacker, an' you o& Idhootin' 'round 
the woods " 

"Save your growling, 'til someone's round to 
hear it, " grinned the boy, as he produced the key 
to the chest. ' ' Here's your tobacco, twenty cents' 
worth — makes thirty-two dollars and sixty cents, 
aUtold." 

" Thirty-two sixty !" SlueFoot glared; "Thought 
Hurley's outfits never gouged the men on the 
wam^^?" he sneered. "My tab ain't over 
twenty-five dollars at the outside." 

"Get it out erf your system, " retorted the bay. 
"You can't bltiflf me. Tlurty-twd axty's down 
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here. Thirty-two sixty's right — and you know 
it's right! What's on your mind? You didn't 
walk clear down from Camp Two for a twenty- 
cent plug of tobacco, when you've got the biggest 
part of a carton in your turkey. " 

With his back to the stove, the boss scowled at 
the boy! "Smart kid, ain't you?" The scowl 
faded fron his face, an' he rqieated: "Smart 
kid — an' that's why I tuk a notion to ye, an' — ** 
he paused abruptly and crossing to the window, 
took a position that commanded the clearing. 
" — an' let ye in on scraie extry mcmey. " 

Connie nodded: "Yes. and it's about time you 
were loosening up on the proposition — you haven't 
let me in yet." 

"Ain't let ye in!" exclaimed Slue Foot. "What 
ye mean, 'ain't let ye in'? How about shadin' 
the cut?" 

"Shading the cut," exclaimed the boy, with 
contempt. "What's a couple of hundred dollars? 
That's a piker's job — Injun stealing! You pro- 
mised to let me in on something big — now, come 



Slue Foot stared at him: "Say, who's runnin' 
this, you? Yer all-fired cocky fer a kid. When I 
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was your age a couple hundred dollars looked big 
as a township o' timber to me." 

"Well, it don't to me, "snapped the bc^. "And 
you might as well come across. " 

Slue Foot advanced one threatening step: 
"Who d'ye think ye're talkin' to?" he roared. 
"I'll break ye in two!" 

"And when I break, you break," smiled the 
boy. "Let me tell you this, Slue Foot Magee, 
I've got these books fixed so that if anything hap- 
pens to me, your nose goes under, and all that's 
left is a string of bubbles — see? I've been doing 
some figuring lately, and I've decided the time's 
about right for me to get in on the other. Accord- 
ing to the talk, it will be twenty or tbirty days yet 
before the break-up. But, suppose the break-up 
should come early this year — early and sudden? 
You'd have your hands full and couldn't waste 
time on me. And besides you'd never let me in 
then, anyway. You're only letting me in because 
I'm supposed to fiunish the dope on what's going 
on here. I'm playing safe — see the point?" 

Slue Foot powered: "An' what if I've changed 
my mind about lettin' ye in? " he asked truculently. 

"Oh, then I'll just naturally sell your cut-shad- 
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ing scheme out to Hurley and his boss for what I 
can get — and let you stand the gaff." 

Slue Foot's fists clenched, a big vein stood out 
upon his reddened forehead, and he seemed to 
swell visibly: "You — you'd double-cross me, 
would you?" 

"Sure, I would," said the boy, "if you don't 
cc»ne through. Look here, Slue Foot, business is 
business. I wouldn't trust you as far as I can 
throw a saw log, and you may as well get that right 
now." 

"How do I know you won't double-cross me on 
the big deal?" asked the man. 

"Matter of figures," answered Connie. "Vou 
don't suppose Hurley and his boss would pay me 
as mudi as we can get out of the logs do you? 
Of course they won't — but they might agree to 
pay me as much as I'll get out of the cut-shading — 
especially if I tell them that you've got a bigger 
game up your sleeve. You m^ht as well be rea- 
sonable. It'll be better all around if you and I 
understand each other. Th^'re b^inning to talk 
in here about the drive. If I don't know what 
your scheme is, how am I to know what to re- 
member? I can't remember everything they say, 
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and if I'm onto the game I can pick out whatll do 
us good, and not bother with the rest. " 

Once more Slue Foot todc up his place by the 
window, and for some minutes the only sound in 
the little c^ce was the ticking of the alarm clock. 
Finally the man spoke: "I figgered you was 
smart all rig^t — smarter'n the run of kids. But 
I didn't fig^er you could out-figger me — or believe 
me, I'd of laid oflE of ye. " The boss of Camp Two 
sat and scowled at the boy for several minutes. 
Then he spoke, sullenly at first, but as he warmed 
to his tt^ic, the sullenness gave place to a sort of 
crafty enthusiasm — a fatuous pride in his cleverly 
planned scheme of fraud. I was goin' to let ye in 
anyhow, so I s'pose it might's wdl be now as later. 
But, git this, right on the start : ye ain't bluffed me 
into takin' ye in, an' ye ain't scared me into it. 
You've angered me into it by common sense . . . 
what ye said about they might come a sudden 
thaw, an' we'd be too busy to git together — an' 
about you kuowin' what to remember of the talk 
that goes on here. 

"It's like this: The logs is paint-branded, an' 
the mark of this outfit is the blodc-an'-ball in red 
on the butt end. They're branded cm the landin's. 
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an' I done the markin' mysdf. Last year Hudey 
inspected 'em an' so did Lon, an' they know the 
brands showed up big an' bright an' sassy. But 
when them logs reached the booms an' was sorted 
they wasn't near as many of them wearin' the red 
block-an'-ball as i^en they started — an' the differ- 
ence is what I split up with the Syndicate— boom- 
toll free!" 

"You mean," asked the boy, "that the Sjrndi- 
cate men changed the brands, or painted them out 
and painted their own over them?" 

Slue Foot sneored. "Ye're pretty smart — 
some ways. But ye ain't smart enough to change 
a red block-an'-ball to a green tripple X. An* as 
fer paintin' over 'em, why if a log hit the big river 
with a brand painted out they'd be a howl go up 
that would rock the big yaller ball an top of the 
capital. No sir, it takes brains to make money 
lo^in'. The big ones has stole and grabbed up 
into the millions — an' they do it accordin' to law — 
because they've got the money to make the law 
an' twist it to suit theirselves. They put up 
thousands fer lobbys an' legislaters, an' fer judges 
an' juries, an' they drag down millions. The 
^ole timber game's a graft. The big operators 
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grab water rights, an' timber rights, an* they eveo 
grab the rivers. An' they do it 1^^ because th^ 
own the dununies that makes the laws. Ilie 
Httle operator ain't got no show. If he don't 
own his own timber he has to take what he can get 
in stumpage contracks, an' whether he owns it en* 
not they git him on water-tolls, an' when he hits 
the river there's boom-toUs an' sortin'-toUs, an' by 
the time he's got his logs to the miUs an' sold ao 
cordin' to the boom scale he ain't got nawthin' 
left, but his britches — an' lucky to have them. 
All business is crooked. If everycme was honest 
they wouldn't be no milUcmaires. If a man's got 
a millicm, he's a crook. It ain't no worse fer us 
little ones to steal agin' the law, than it is fer the 
big ones to steal accordin' to law. " Fairly started 
upon his favourite theme. Slue Foot worked himself 
into a perfect rage as he ranted on. "This here 
outfit's a little outfit, " he continued. "It ain't got 
no show, nohow. I seen the chanct to git in on the 
graft an' I grabbed it — if I hadn't, the Syndicate 
would have had it all. An' besides I got a chance to 
git square with Hurley. They's two kinds of folks 
in the world — them that has, an' them that hain't. 
Them that has, has because they've retch out an' 
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grabbed, an' them that hain't, hEun't because they 
wasn't smart enough to hang onto what they did 
have. " Connie listened with growing di^ust to 
the wolfish diatribe. Slue Foot's eyes blazed as he 
drove his yellow fangs deep into his tobacco plug. 
"But people's wakin' up to their ri|^ts," he con- 
tinued. "There's the Socialists an' the I. W. W.'s, 
they're partly right, an' partly wrong. The Social- 
ists wants, as near as I kin make out, a equal dis- 
tributicai o' wealth — that ain't so bad, except that 
there's only a few of *em, an' th^'d be dnan' all the 
work to let a lot of others that don't do nawthin', 
in on their share ctf the dividin'. What's the use 
ctf me a-woridn' so someone else that don't help 
none gits a equal share? An' the I. W. W.'s is 
about as bad. They try to bust up everjrthing, 
an' wreck, an' smash, an' tear down — that's all 
right, f eras it goes — but, what's it goin' to git 'em? 
Where do they git oS at? They ain't figgered 
themselves into no profit by what they do. What's 
it goin' to git me if I bum down a saw-mill ? I 
don't git the mill, do I? No — an' neither don't 
they. What I'm after is gittin' it off ^em that's 
got it, an' lettin' it stick to me. I ain't woiry- 
in' about no one else. It's eveiy man fer hisself — 
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an' I'mferme/" The boss prodded himself in the 
chest, as he emfdiasized the last word." An' if you 
want youm, you'd better stick with me — we'll 
gather. " 

It was with difGculty that Connie masked tiie 
loathing he felt for this man whose creed was more 
despicable even than the creed of the organized 
enemies of society, for Slue Foot tmhesitatingly 
indorsed all their viciousness, but discarded even 
thdr lean virtues. 

For three years the boy's lot had been cast 
among men — rough men of the great outland. 
He had known good men and bad men, but never 
had he known a man whom he so utterly despised 
as this Siue Foot Magee. The bad men he had 
know were defiant in their badness, they flaunted 
the law to its face — all except Mr. Squ^, who 
was a sneak with the heart of a weasel, and didn't 
count. But this man, as bad as the worst of them, 
sought to justify his badness. Connie knew what 
Waseche Bill, en: big MacDougall would have done 
if this human wolf had sought to persuade &em 
to throw in witii him on his dirty scheme, and he 
knew what Hurley or Saginaw Ed would do — and 
unconsciously, the boy's fists doubled. Then 
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came the memory u£ McKeever and Ricky, the 
men of the Mounted with whom he had worked in 
the bringing of bad men to justice. What would 
McKeever do? TTie boy's fists relaxed. "He'd 
get him," he muttered under his breath. "He'd 
throw in with him, and find out all he could find 
out, and then he'd — get him!" 

"Whut's that?" Slue Foot asked the ques- 
tion abruptly, and Connie faced him with a grin ; 

"Your dope sounds good to me," he said, "but 
come across with the scheme. Hurley or Saginaw 
may drop in here any time. If the Syndicate 
didn't change the brands, or paint over them, how 
did they work it?" 

"They didn't work it — it was me that worked it. 
All they done was to furnish me the paint an' put 
their own marks on the logs after I'd got *em into 
the big river, brand free. It's this way: Brandin' 
paint will stand water. You kin paint-brand a log 
here an' the brand will still be on it if it floats clean 
to New Orleans. That's the kind of paint Hurl^ 
furnished. An' that's the kind of paint that went 
on some of the logs. But another kind went on 
the rest of the logs. It was just as red an* just 
as purty lookin' as the other — while the logs stayed 
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on the roUways. After they'd b'en in the water 
a while they wasn't no paint on 'em. German 
chemists mixed that paint — an' water'll take it 
off, like it'll take dirt offen a floor — esisier 'cause 
you don't have to use no soap, an' you don't have 
to do no scrubbin' — ^it jest na'chelly melts an' 
floats off. Hurley bossed the rear end drive, an' 
when our crews got to the mills, the Syndicate had 
saw to it that £ill unbranded l<^s was took care of 
an' wore the green tripple X. " 

Connie nodded and Slue Foot continued: 
' ' Pretty slick, eh ? But they's more to it than that. 
It's got to be worked right. I had to slip Long 
Leaf Olson the word when the rollways would be 
busted out so he could foul cmi drive an' git his logs 
in on the head end. Then, there was the dickerin' 
with the Syndicate. It took some rammin' around 
before I got next to old Heinie Metzger — ^he's the 
big boss of the Syndicate. I worked it through 
pasdn' myself off fer Hurley to a stuck-up young 
whipper-snapper name of von Kuhlmann, l^t's old 
Heinie's side-kick — confidential secretary, he calls 
him. lliem Germans is slick, but at last we got 
together an' made the deal, an' they paid me all 
right, boom scale, when the 1<^ was in. This 
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here vcm Kuhlmann hisself slipped me the money — 
he's a funny galoot, always swelled up an' blowin' 
like he owned the world, an' always noddin' an' 
winkin', like they was somethin' he was hddin' 
out on ye, as if he know'd somethin' that no one 
else know'd — an' brag! You'd ort to hear him 
brag about Germany, like th^ wasn't no other 
r^lar country, the rest of the world just bein' a 
kind of place that wasn't hardly worth mentionin'. 
Th^ say the Syndicate stock is all owned in Ger- 
many, an' some of the cruisers that's worked fer 
*em say it's a sight the amount of stufif they make 
*em put in their reports. Accordin' to his job a 
cruiser or a land-looker is supposed to estimate 
timber. But the cruisers that works fer the Syn- 
dicate is supposed to report on everything from the 
number of box cars an* engines on the railroads, 
to the size of the towns, an' the number of folks in 
'em that's Socialists an' I. W. W.'s. an' their name. 
They don't care nawthin about wastin' postage 
stamps, ndther, 'cause all that stuff is sent over to 
Germany. What do they care over in the <dd 
country how many box cars is on some little old 
branch loggtn' road in the timber country, or how 
many I. W. W.'s. lives in Thirf River Palls ? 
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"An speakin' of I. W. Ws.' — them Germans is 
slick some ways, an' blamed fools in another. 
With the I. W. W.'s. threatenin' the timber inter- 
ests, these here Germans, that owns more mills an' 
standin' timber than any one else, is ^^in' 'em on 
an' sUppin' 'em money to keep 'em goin*. The 
I.W.W.'s-.don'tknowthat — an' I wouldn't neitiier 
except fer a lucky accident, an' I cashed in on it, 
too. " The man paused and grinned knowingly. 
"In Duluth, it was, we pulled oS a meetin' right 
imder the nose of the police, an' not one of 'em in 
the ball. Called it a Socialist meetin', an' word 
was passed that th^ was a feller name of Mueller, 
from Gennany, a student that was wised up to 
every wrinkle frcnn blowin' up dams to wipin' out 
the Government. He come with greetin's fnnn 
the 'brothers acrost the sea,' he said, an' what was 
more to the point, he bnmg along a nice fat pack- 
age of cash money which he cUumed had be'n 
raised by subscription fer to help the cause over 
here. I listened an' kep' a. studyin' about where 
I'd saw this here Mueller before, but it didn't stand 
to reason I had, an' him just over from Germany. 
But tliey was somethin' about him made me sure 
I know'd him. He was dressed cheap an' wore 



by Google 



230 Connie Morgan in the Lumber Camps 

glasses half an inch thick, an' they hadn't no bar- 
ber be'n into his hair fer quite a spell; he'd needed 
a ^lave fer about three weeks, too, an' he looked 
like a reg'lar b'ilin' out wouldn't of hurt him none. 
Anyways, before the meetin' was over, I'd spotted 
him, so 'long about midnight, aft^ the meetin' 
had be'n over about an hour I loafs down to the 
hotel. It was a cheap dump, a hang-out fer 
lumberjacks an' lake sailors, an' I know'd tiie 
derk an' didn't have no trouble gittin' to his room. 

" ' Hello, von Kuhlmann,' I says, when he opens 
the door, an' with a wild look up an' down l^e ball 
to see if any one had heard, he readies out an' yanks 
me in. Tried to bluff it out first, but it wasn't no 
use." Slue Foot grinned: "I come out in about 
a half an hour with five hundred dollars in my 
jeans. These here 'brothers from acrost the sea' 
is sure some donaters when you git 'em where you 
want 'em — 'course this here student business was 
all bunk. But, what I ain't never be'n able to git 
onto is, what in thunder does the Syndicate want 
to be slippin' the I. W. W. money fer?" 

"Are you an I. W. W.?" Connie shot the 
question directly. 

Slue Foot hesitated a moment and then answered 
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evasively. " Git me right, kid, I'm anything that's 
agin' capital — an' I'm anything that's ^pn' the 
Government. First and foremostly, I'm fer Ma- 
gee. No man kin make mone^ hy workin'. I've 
got money, an' I'm a-goin' to git more — an' I 
don't care how it's come by. I'm a woif , an' I'll 
howl while the rabbit squeals ! I'm a bird of prey [ 
I'm a Government all my own ! All Governments 
is birds of prey, an' beasts of prey. What do you 
see on their money, an' tiieir seals, an' their fl^s — 
doves, an' rabbits, an' little fawns? No, it's 
ea^es, an' bears, an' lions — beasts that rips, an' 
tears, an' crushes, an' Idlls! 

"You're lucky to git to throw in with a man 
like me — to git started out right when yer young. 
If you w£isn't smart, I wouldn't fool with ye, but 
I'll git mine, an' you'll git youm — an' some day, 
von Kuhlmann's kind of let it sBp, they's somethin' 
big comin' oS. I d<m't know what he's drivin' at, 
but it's somethin' he's all-fired sure is a-gcun' to 
happen — an' he's kind of hinted that when it 
comes he kin use a few Uke me to good advantage. " 
"What kind of a thing's coming off?" 
"I jest told ye I don't know — mebbe the Syn- 
dicate's goin' to grab off all the timber they is, or 
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mebbe it's figgerm' on grabbin' the hull Govern- 
ment, or the State — but whatevCT it is, he kin 
count on me bein' in on it — if he pays enough — an' 
by the time he pays it, I'd ort to know enough 
about the game so's I kin flop over to the other side 



SLDB FOOT TUKNBD. " THINK V'SM AWIm. SIUKT, OON'T TE?" 

an' sell him out. It's the ones that plays both 
ends &om the middle that gits theim — brains 
makes the money — not hands." 
Slue Foot glanced out the window and turned to 
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the boy. "Hwe comes Saginaw. When he gits 
here I'll growl an' you sass. Remember to keep 
your ears open an' find out when Hurley's goin' 



to break out the roUways, an' where he's goin' to 
deliver the It^s. I've tended to the brandin' — 
if they's anythii^ more I'll let ye know." Slue 
Foot paused and scowled darkly: "An' don't try 
to double-cross me! They ain't nothin' I've told 
ye that ye could prove anyhow. An' even if ye 
could, it's just as you said, this outfit won't pay 
ye as much as what youH git out of the deal by 
playin' square with me. " 

The door opened and Saginaw Ed entered, to 
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interrupt a perfect torreot of abuse from Slue Foot, 
and a rapid fire of recrimination from the boy. 
Presently the boss of Camp Two departed, threat- 
ening to have Connie fired for inccxnpetence, as 
soon as he could get in a word with Hurley. 

On the tote road at the edge of the clearing, 
Slue Foot turned and gazed at the little office. 
And as he gazed an evil smile twisted his lips: 
"Think yer awful smart, don't ye? Well, yer in 
on the scheme — 'cause I need ye in. An' I'll use 
ye fer all there is in ye — but when cashin'-in time 
comes, yer goin' to be left whistlin' fer youm — er 
my name ain't Slue Foot Magee!" Then the 
smile slowly faded from his face, and removing his 
cap, he thou^tfully scratdied his head. "Only 
trouble is, he is smart — an' where'll I git off at, if 
it turns out he's too doggone smart?" 
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HEINIE UETZGER 

QAGINAW ED listened as Connie detailed at 
»^ length all that Slue Foot had told him. 
When the boy finished, the woodsman removed 
his pipe and regarded him thoughtfully: "Takin' it 
off an' on, I've know'd some consider'ble emery 
folks in my time, but I never run acrost none that 
was as plmnb crooked as this here specimen. Why, 
along side of him a corkscrew is straight as a 
stretched fiddle gut. He ain't square with no one. 
But, a man like him can't only go so far — his nqw 
is short, an' when he comes to the end of it, they 
ain't a-goin' to be no knot fer to hang holt of. 
A man that's double-crossed folks like he has ain't 
got no right to expect to git away with it. If th^ 
dcm't no one else git him, the law will." 

"Yes," answered the boy, "and we've got 
enough on him so that when the law gets throu^ 
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^th bun be's not going to have much time left 
for any more crookedness. " 

"How d'you figger on workin' it?" asked Sagi- 
naw. 

Connie laughed: "I haven't had time to dope it 
out yet, but Uiere's no use starting anything 'til 
just before the drive. Slue Foot's crowding 'em 
up there in Camp Two, putting every last log he 
can get onto the landings — he said he'd have close 
to three million feet branded with his own paint." 

"Expects Hurley's goin' to let Long Leaf boss 
the drive agin, I s'pose an' the Syndicate crew 
do thesortin'l" 

"I guess that's what's he's counting on," an- 
swered the boy. " Hurley will tend to that part. 
And now we know his scheme, the Ic^ are safe — 
what we want is evidence. When we get him we 
want to get him right. " 

Saginaw Ed rose to go. "It's up to you, son, to 
figger out the best way. Whatever you say goes. 
Take yer time an' figger it out good — 'cause you 
want to remember that the Syndicate owes ye 
some thirty-odd thousand dollars they stoled c^ ye 
last year, an' " 

"lliirty-odd thousand?" 
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"Sure — ^ye stood to clean up twenty thousan', 
didn't ye? Instead of which ye lost fourteen 
thousan' — ^that's thirty-four thousan', ain't it? 
An' here's somethin' fer to remember when ya- 
dealin' with the Syndicate: Never law 'em if you 
can git out of it. They've got the money — an' 
you ain't got no square deal. Git the dope on 
'em, an' then settle out o' court, with old Heinie 



When Saginaw had gone, Comiie sat for hours 
at his desk thinking up plans of action, discard- 
ing them, revising them, covering whole sheets of 
paper with pencilled figures. 

When, at last, he answered the supper call and 
crossed the clearing to the coca's camp, a peculiar 
smile twitched the comers of his lips. 

"I've got to go up the road a piece an' figgeron a 
couple of new skidways, " said Saginaw, when the 
four who bunked in the office arose from the table. 
"It's good an' moonlight, an' I kin git the swamp- 
ers started on 'em first thing in the morning. " 

"I'll go withyou,"dedded the boy, "I've been 
cooped up all the afternoon, and I'll be glad of the 
chance to stretch my legs. " 

Leaving Hurky and Lon Camden, the two 
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struck off up one of the broad, iced log roads that 
reached into the timber like long fingers clutching 
at the very heart of the forest. The task of locat- 
ing the skidways was soon finished and Saginaw 
seated himself on a log and produced pipe and 
tobacco. "Well, son," he said, "what's the game? 
I watched ye whilst we was eatin', an' I seen ye'd 
got it figgered out. " 

After a moment of silence, Cc»mie asked 
abruptly : "How am I going to manage to get away 
for a wedi or ten days?" 

"Git away!" exclaimed Saginaw. "You mean 
leave camp?" 

The boy nodded: "Yes, I've got to go." He 
seated himself astride the log and talked ior an 
hour, while Saginaw, his pipe forgotten, listened. 
When the boy finished Saginaw sat in silence, 
the dead pipe clenched between his teeth. 

"Well, what do you think of it?" 

TTie other removed the pipe, and spat deliber- 
ately into the snow. ' ' Think of it ?" he replied, "I 
never was much hand fer thinkin' — an' them big 
figgers you're into has got me woo2y headed. Per- 
sonal an' private, I'm tdlin' ye right out, I don't 
think it'll work. It sounds good the way you 
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spoke it, but — why, doggone it, that would be 
outfiggerin' the Sytidicate I It would be lettin' 'em 
beat theiiself at their own game! It can't be did) 
They ain't no one kin do it. It ain't on. " 

"What's the matter with it?" asked the boy. 

"Matter with it! I can't find nothin' the 
matter with it — ^That's why it won't work!" 

Connie laughed: "We'll make it work! Ail 
you've got to remember is that if any stranger 
comes into the camp asking for Hurley, you steer 
him up against Slue Foot. This von Kuhlmann 
himsell will probably come, and if he does it will 
be all right — he knows Slue Foot by sight. The 
only thing that's bothering me is bow am I going 
to ask Hurley for a week or ten days cfi? Frenchy's 
going in tomorrow, and I've got to go with him. " 

Saginaw Ed slapped his mittened hand against 
his leg: "I've got it, " he exclaimed. "There was 
three new hands come in today — good Whitewater 
men fer the drive. Onie of 'em's Qaick-water 
Quinn. I've worked with him off an' on fer it's 
goin' on fifteen year. He'll do anything fer me, 
account of a little deal onct, which he believed I 
saved his life. I'll slip over to the men's camp an' 
write a letter to you. Then later, when we're all 
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in the office, Quick-water, hell fetch it over an* 
ask if you're here, an' give it to ye. Then ye 
read it, and take on like you've got to go right away 
fer a week er so. You don't need to make any 
explainin' — ^jest stick to it you've got to go. 
Hurley'll probly rave round an' tell ye ye can't. 
an' bawl ye out, an' raise a rookus generally, but 
jest stick to it. If it gits to where ye have to, jest 
tell him you quit. That'll bring him 'round. He 
sets a lot of sttnre by you, an' he'll let ye go if 
ye make him." 

And so it happened that just as the four were 
turning in that n^ht, a lumberjack pushed open 
the door. "Is they anyone here name o' C. 
Morgan?" he asked. 

Connie stepped forward, and the man tiirust a 
letter into his hand: "Brung it in with me from the 
postoffice. They told me over to the men's camp 
you was in here. " 

Connie thanked the man, and carrying the letter 
to the light, tore it open and read. At the end of 
five minutes he looked up; "I've got to go out 
with Prenchy in the morning, " he announced. 

Hurley let a heavy boot fall with a thud, and 
stared at the boy as though he had taken leave of 
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his senses. "Go out!" he roared, "What'ye 
mean, go out?" 

"I've got to go for a week or ten days. It's 
absolutely necessary or I wouldn't do it. " 

"A wake er tin days, sez he!" Hurley lapsed 
into brogue, as he always did when aroused or 
exdted. "An' fera^wake or tin days the books Idn 
ran theirdlft Well, ye can't go — an' that's all 
there is tout I" 

"I've got to go," repeated Connie stubbcMiily. 
"If I don't go out with Prenchy, I'll walk out!" 

The boss glared at him. "I know'd things wuz 
goin' too good to last. But Oi didn't think th' 
trouble wuz a-comin' from ye. Ye can tell me, 
mebbe, what, Oi'm a-goin' to do widout no clerk 
whoJlst yer gaddin' round havin' a good toime? 
Ye can't go!" 

"Steve can run ^ewanagan, and Lon, and Sagi- 
naw, and Slue Foot can hold their reports 'til I 
get back. I'll work night and day then 'til I 
catchup." 

"They ain't a-goin' to be no ketch up!" roared 
Hurley. " Here ye be, an' here ye'D stay ! Av ye 
go out yell stay out!" 

Connie looked the big boss sqimrely in the eye: 
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"I'm Sony, Htirley. I've liked you, and I've 
liked my job. But I've got to go. You'll find 
the books all up to the minute. " Hturley turned 
away with a snort and rolled into his bunk, and a 
few minutes later, Connie blew out the lamp and 
crawled between his own warm blankets, where he 
lay smiling to himself in the darkness. 

By lamplight next morning the boy Was astir. 
He placed his few belongings in his turkey, and 
when the task was accomplished he noticed that 
Hurley was watching >iim out of the comer of his 
^e. He tied the sack as the others sat upon the 
edge of the bunks and drew on their boots. And 
in silence they all crossed the dark clearing toward 
the cook's camp. 

With a great jangle of bells, Frenchy drew his 
tote-team up before the door just as they finished 
breakfast. Connie tossed his turkey into the 
sleigh and turned to Hurley who stood by with Lon 
Camden and Saginaw Ed. "I'll take my time, 
now," said the boy, quietly. "And good luck to 
you all!" 

For answer the big boss reached over and, grab- 
bing the turkey, sent it spinning into the boy's 
bunk. "Ye don't git no toime!" he bellowed- 
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"Jump in wid Frenchy now, an' don't be shtandin' 
'round doin' nawthin'. Tin days yell be gone at 
the outaoide, an' av' ye ain't at yer disk here be th' 
leventh day, Oi'U br-reak ye in two an' grease 
saws wid the two halves av ye!" Reaching into 
his pocket, he drew forth a roll of bills. "How 
much money d'ye nade? Come spake up! Ye 
kin have all, or par-rt av ut — an' don't ye iver let 
me hear ye talk av quittin' ^in, er Oill woind a 
peavy around yer head. " 

Connie declined the money and jumped into 
the sleigh, and with a crack of the whip, Frenchy 
sent the horses galloping down the tote road. 
When they were well out of hearing the Frenchman 
laughed. "Dat Hurley she lak few mak' de be^ 
bluff, w'at you call ; she mak' you scairt lak she gon' 
keel you, an' den she giv' you all de mon' she got. " 

"He's the best boss in the woods!" cried the 
boy. 

"Out dat rat. Ba goss, we'n she roar an' bluff, 
dat ain' w'en you got for look out! Me — ^A'm 
know 'bout dat. A'm seen heem lick 'bout fifty 
men wan tarn. Ovaire on " 

"Oh, come now, Frenchy — not fifty men." 

"Well, was seex, anyhow. Ovaire on Leech 
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Lak' an' sacrel Ke ain' say nuttin', dat tarn — 
joos* mak' hees eyes leetle an' shine lak de Ump 
cervier — an' smash, smash, smash! An', by goss, 
"bout twenty of dem feller, git de bmted head." 

Connie laughed, and during all the lot^ miles of 
the tote road he listened to the exaggerated and 
garbled stories of the Frenchman — stories of log 
drives, of fights, of bloody accidents, and d 
"hants" and windagoes. At the railroad, theboy 
helped the teamster and the stcurekeeper in the 
loading of the sleigh until a long-drawn whistle 
announced the approadi of his train. When it 
stopped 'at the tiny station, he climbed aboard, 
and standing on the platform, waved his hand 
tmtil the two figures whisked from sight and 
the train plunged between its flanking walls of 
pine. 

In Minneapolis Connie hunted up the office of 
the Syndicate, which occupied an entire floor, 
many stories above the sidewalk, of a tall building. 
He was a very different looking Connie from the 
rot^hly clad boy who had clambered onto the train 
at Dogfish. A visit to a big department store had 
transformed him from a lumberjack into a youth 
whose clothing differed in no marked particular 
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from the dotiiing of those he passed upon the 
street. But there was a difference that had 
nothing whatever to do with clothing — a certain 
something in the easy swing of his stride, the poise 
ctf his shoulders, the healthy bronzed skin and the 
dear blue eyes, that caused more than one person 
to pause upon the sidewalk for a backward glance 
at the boy. 

Connie stepped from the elevator, hesitated 
for a second before a heavily lettered opaque 
glass door, then turned the knob and entered, to 
find himself in a sort of pen formed by a low railing 
in which was a swinging gate. Before him, beyond 
the raQii^, dozens of girls sat at desks their fingers 
fairly flying over the keys of their clicking type- 
writers. Men with green shades over their eyes, 
and queer black sleeves reaching from their wrists 
to their dbows, sat at other desks. Along one side 
of the great room stood a row of box-like offices, 
eadi with a name lettered upon its glass door. So 
engrossed was the boy in noting these details 
that he started at the sound of a voice dose beside 
him. He looked down into the face of a girl who 
sat before a complicated looking switdiboard. 

"Who do you wish to see? " she asked. 
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Connie flushed to the roots of his hair. It was 
almost the first time in his life that any ^1 had 
spoken to turn — and this one was smiling. Off 
came his hat. "Is — is Heinie Metzger in?" he 
managed to ask. Connie's was a voice tuned to 
the big open places, and here in the office of the 
Syndicate it boomed loudly — so loudly that the 
girls at the nearer typewriters looked up swiftly and 
then as swiftly stooped down to pick up imaginary 
articles from the floor; the boy could see that they 
were trying to suppress laughter. And the girl 
at the switchboard? He glanced from the others 
to this one who was close be^de him. Her face 
was red as his own, and she was coughing violently 
into a tiny handkerchief. 

"Caught cold?" he asked. "Get your feet dry, 
and take a dose of quinine, and jrou'll be all right — 
if you dcm't get pneumonia and die. If Heinie 
ain't in I can come ^ain. " Somdiow the boy 
felt that he would like to be out of this place. He 
felt stifled and very uncomfortable. He wondered 
if girls always coughed into handkerchiefs or 
clawed around on the floor to keep from laughing at 
nothing. He hoped she would say that Heinie 
Metzger was not in. 
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"Have you a card? " the girl had recovered from 
her coughing fit, but her face was very red. 

"A what?" aslffid the boy. 

"A card — your name. " 

"Oh, my name is Connie Morgan. " 

"And, your address?" 

"Ma'am?" 

"Where do you live?" 

"Ten Bow. " 

"Where? Is it in Minnesota?" 

"No, it's in Alaska — and I wish I was back there 
right now. " 

"And, your business?" 

"I want to see Heinie Metzger about some logs. " 

A man passing the little gate in the railing 
whirled and glared at him. He was a very dis- 
^reeable looking young man with a fat, heavy 
face, pouchy eyes of faded blue, and stiff, close- 
cropped reddish hair that stuck straight up on his 
head like pig's bristles. "Loc^ like he'd been 
scrubbed," thought Connie as he returned g^are 
for glare. The man stepped through the gate and 
thrust his face close to the boy's. 

"Vat you mean, eh?" 

"Are you Hienie Metzger?" 
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"No, I am not Hen Metzger. Uni it pays you 
you shall be dvil to your betters. You shall say 
Kerr Metzger, oier Mister Metzger. Vvi he has 
got not any time to be mit poys talking. Vat you 
vanted? If you got puaness, talk mit me. I am 
Hen von Kuhlniann, confidential secretary to Hen 



"I thought you were the barber, " apologized the 
boy. "But anyhow, you won't do. I want to see 
Heinie Metzger, or 'hair' Metzger, ot Mister 
Metzger, whichever way you want it. I want to 
sdl him some logs. " 

Tlie other sneered: "Logsl He wants to sell it 
some logs! VvA how much logs you got — on de 
vagon a load, maybe? Ve dondt fool mit logs 
here, exoeptingly ve get anyhow a trainload — teni 
Hen Metzger dondt mention efen, less dan half a 
million feets. Vere iss your logs?" 

"I've got 'em in my poclrat, " answered the boy. 
"Come on, Dutchy, you're wasting my time. 
Trot aloi^, now; and tell this Metzger there's a 
fellow out here that's got about eig^t or nine 
million feet of white pine to sell " 

"Vite pine! Eight million feets! You krasy?" 
The man stooped and swung open the little gate. 
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Come along mit me, wit if you trying some foolish- 
ness mit Herr Metzger, you vish you vas some 
blace else to have stayed avay. " He paused be- 
fore a dosed door, and drawing himself very 
erect, knocked gently. A full minute of silence, 
then from the interior came a rasping voice : 

"Who is it?" 

"It is I, sir, von KuMmann, at your service, 
imt I have mU me one small poy who say he has it 
some logs to sell." 

Again the voice rasped from behind the partition 
— a thin voice, yet, in it's thinner, somehow 
suggesting brutality: "Why should you come to 
me? Why don't you buy his logs and send him 
about his business?" 

Von Kuhlmann cleared his throat nervously: 
"He says it iss vite pine — eight milHon feets." 

"Show him in, you fooll What are you stand- 
ing out there for?" 

Von Kuhlmann opened the door and motioned 
Connie to enter: 

"Herr Morgan," he announced, bowing low. 

"Connie Morgan," corrected the boy quickly, 
as he stepped toward the desk and offered his hand 
to the anall, grey-haired man, with the enormous 
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ey^Iasses, and the fierce upturned mustache. 
"I suppose jrou are Heinie Metzger," he an- 
nounced. 

The man glared at him, his thin nostrils a-quiver. 
Then, in a dry, cackling voice, bade Connie be 
seated, giving the extended hand the merest touch. 
Von Kuhlmann withdrew noiselessly, and closed 
the door. Metzger opened a drawer and drew 
forth a box of cigars which he opened, and extended 
toward the boy. Connie declined, and replacing 
the cigars, the man drew from another drawer, a 
box of cigarettes, and when the boy declined those 
he leaned back in his chair and stared at Connie 
through his glasses, as one would examine a speci- 
men at the zoo. 

"Young man, how do I know you have any 
logs?" the question rasped suddenly from between 
half -closed lips. 

"You don't know it," answered the boy. 
"That's why I came here to tell you." 

"White pine, you said," snapped the man, 
after a pause. "Bight million feet?" 

"Yes, white pine — at least eight million, maybe 
nine, and possibly more, if we continue to have 
good luck." 
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"Where are these logs?" 

"On our landings on Dogfish River." 

"DogfishI You're the man from Alaska that 
bought the McQusky tract?" 

"I'm his partner." 

"Slow a profit last year?" 

"No. But we only had one camp then, and this 
year we have two and each one has cut more than 
the one we had last year. " 

"Who did you sell to, last year?" 

"Baker & Crosby." 

"Satisfied with their boom scale?" 

"Well, no, we weren't. That's why we thought 
we'dofferthecutto'you this year, if you want it." 

"Want it! Of course we want it — that is, if the 
price is right." 

"What will you pay?" 

Herr Heinrich Metzger removed his glasses and 
dangled them by their wide black ribbon, as he 
glanced along his thin nose. "Sure you can de- 
liver eight million feet?" he asked. 

"Yes, our foreman reports eight million already 
on the rollways, or in the woods all ready for the 
rollways. Yes, I can be sure of eight million." 

"We have a big contract," said Metzger, "that 



by Google 



gillie Metzger 253 

is just about eight million feet short of being filled. 
If we can be sure of gettii^ the entire e^t million 
in one lump, we could afford to pay more — ^much 
more, in fact, than we could if there was anything 
short of eight million feet. " 

Connie nodded: "There will be eight million 
feet, at least," he repeated. "What wiU you pay?" 

For a long time the other was silent, then he 
spoke: "It is a large deal," he said. "There are 
many things to consider. Lest we make haste too 
quickly, I must have time to consider the trans- 
action in all it's phases. Meet me here one week 
from today, at eleven o'clock, and I will give you 
a figure." 

"A week is a long time," objected the boy, 
"And I am a long way from home. " 

"Yes, yes, but there are others — associates cd 
mine in the business with whom I must consult. " 
The Ix^ had risen to go, when the man stayed 
him with a motion. "Wait," he commanded. 
"Your name is ?" 

"Morgan — Connie Morgan. " 

"To be sure — Connie Morgan." He piclred 
the receiver from the hook of his desk phone. 
"Get me the Laddison Hotel," he commanded. 
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and hung up the receiver. "The delay is of my 
own making, therefore I should pay for it. You 
will move your Itiggage into the Laddison Hotel, 
which is the best in the city, and diaU ronain there 
until our deal is closed, at the expense of this com- 
pany " 

" But, " objected the boy ," suppose the deal don't 
go through?" 

'"ITie expense will be ours whether the deal goes 
through or not. You see, I am confident that we 
can deal." 

The telephone rang and Metzger made the 
arrangements, and again, turned to the boy. 
"Each evening at dinner time, you are to ask at 
the desk for an envelope. In the envelope you 
will receive a ticket to the theatre. This, also, at 
our expense." He smiled broadly. "You see, we 
treat our guests well. We do not wish them to 
become tired of our city, and we wish those with 
whom we have dealings to think well of us. " 
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CONNIE SELLS SOHE LOGS 

i^ONNIE MORGAN left the office of the Syndi- 
^^ cate, and once more upon the sidewalk, filled 
his lungs with the keen air. "It's going to worki" 
' ' It's going to workI " he repeated over and over to 
himself as he made his way toward the store where 
he had left his discarded clothing stuffed into 
a brand new brown leather suitcase. The boy 
returned unhesitatingly to the store, not by means 
of street signs, but by the simple process of back- 
trailing. Trained in observation, his eyes had 
unfailingly registered the landmarks in his brain — 
even when that brain had been too busy wonder- 
ing what was to be the outcome of his ccmference 
with Heinie Metzger, to know that it was receiving 
impressions. It was this trained habit of obser- 
vation that had enabled him to select his wearing 
apparel and the brown leather suitcase. He had 
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dmply studied the passengers on the train, and 
selecting a man who lodced well dressed, had copied 
his apparel and even his suitcase. 

The clerk at the store directed him to his hotel, 
and a few minutes later he stood in ^e window of 
a thickly carpeted room, and stared out over tiie 
roofs of buildings. " It's — it's like the mountains, " 
he mused, "stretching away, peak after peak, as 
far as you can see, and the streets are the canyons 
and the valleys — only this is more — lonesome." 
Tiring of looking out over the roofs, he put on his 
overcoat and spent the afternoon upon the streets, 
admiring the goods in tiie store windows and 
watching the people pass and repass upon the side- 
walks. It was a mild, sunshiny afternoon and 
the streets were thronged with ladies, the browns, 
and greys, and blacks, and whites of their furs 
making a pretty kaleidoscope of colour. 

At the Union Station he procured a folder and 
after looking up the departure of trains, returned 
to his hotd. He walked back at the time ^en 
factories, stores, and office buildings were disgoig- 
ing their human flood onto the streets, and the 
boy gazed about him in wonder as he elbowed his 
way along the sidewalk. He smiled to himself. 
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"I guess I don't know much about dties. In the 
store I was wondering where in the world they were 
going to find the people to buy all the stuff th^ 
had piled around, and when I was looking out the 
window, I wondered if there were enough people in 
the world to live in all Uie houses — and now I'm 
wondering if there is oiough stuff to go around, and 
enough houses to hold 'em all." 

In this room Connie glanced at his watch, 
perfonned a hasty toilet, and hurried into the 
elevator. "Gee, it's most sixl" he muttered, "I 
bet I'm late for supper." He was surprised to 
find men in the lobby, sitting about in chairs or 
taUdng in groups, as they had been doing when he 
left in the afternoon. "Maybe they don't have it 
'til six," he thought, and seating himself in a 
leather chair, waited with his eyes on the clock. 
Six o'clock came, and when the hand reached five 
minutes after, he strolled to the desk. "Any- 
thing here for me?" he asked. The clerk handed 
him an envelope. "Heinie's making good, " 
thought the hoy, and then, trying not to look 
hungry, he turned to the derk: "Cook hollered 
yet?" he asked casually. 

The man smiled: "Grill's down stairs," he an- 
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nouttced, pointmg to a marble stairway at the 
other end of the room. 

"I ain't too late, am I?" asked the boy. 

"Too late! Too late for what?" 

"Pot supper. It ain't over is it?" 

"The grill is open from e^t in the moniing 
until midnight, ' ' explained the man, and as Connie 
turned away, he called after him: "Oh, Mr. 
Morgan " 

"Connie Moi^;an," corrected the boy gravely. 

"Well, Connie, then — ^you are not to pay your 
checks, just sign them and the waiter will take 
care oi tiiem. " 

"That suits me," smiled Connie, and as he 
crossed the tiled floor he muttered :" If they hadn't 
wasted so much space makii^ the (^ce and nxnns 
so big, they wouldn't have to eat in the cellar. 
In Fairbanks or Skagway they'd have made 
four rooms out of that one of mine. " At the door 
of the grill a man in black met him, conducted him 
through a maze of small tables at which men and 
women were eating, and drew out a chair at a table 
placed against the wall. Another man in black 
appeared, filled a glass with water from a fat 
bottle, and flipped a large piece of cardboard in 
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front of him. Connie scanned the pricted list with 
puckered brow. Way down toward the bottom he 
found three words he knew, they were tea, coSee, 
milk. Hie man in black was waiting at his. side 
with a pencil poised above a small pad of paper. 
"Go ahead, if you want to write, " said the boy, 
" I won'tbother you any — I'm just trying to figure 
out what some of these names mean. " 

"Waiting for your order, sir. " 

"Don't 'sir' me. You mean srau're the waiter?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Well, I'm hungry, suppose you beat it out and 
bring me my supper. " 

"What will it be, sir? I will take your order, 
sir." 

"Cut out that 'sir, ' I told you. If these things 
they've got down here stand for grub, you'll just 
have to bring along the whole mess, and I'll pick 
out what I want." 

"Might I suggest, s " 

"Look here," interrupted the boy, grasping the 
idea. "If any of these names stand for hatn and 
eg^, or beefsteak, or potatoes, or bread and 
butter, you bring 'em along." 

Hie man actually smiled, and Conne felt 



by Google 



26o Connie Morgan in the Lumber Camps 

relieved. "Whose place is that?" he indicated a 
diair across the table. 

' ' Not reserved, .sir. ' ' 

Connie glanced around the room: "You ain't 
very busy, now. Might as wdl bring your own 
grub along, and if you can ever remember to f oi^et 
that 'sir' business, we'll get along all right — I'm 
lonesome." 

When the waiter returned with a tray loaded 
with good things to eat, Connie again indicated 
the empty chair. "Against the rules, " whispered 
the waiter, remembering to leave off the " sir." 

Connie did jiistice to the meal and when he had 
finished, the man cleared the dishes away and set 
a plate before him upon which was a small bowl 
of water and a folded napkin. "What's that?" 
asked the boy, "I drink out of a glass. " 

"Finger bowl, "whispered the waiter. "Etoyou 
wish a dessert?" 

"Might take a chance on a piece of pie," an- 
swered the boy, "here take this along. I washed 
up-stairs." 

When the waiter presented his check, Connie 
todc the pencil hcan his hand, signed it, and 
passed it back. 
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"Very good. One moment, 'til I verify this at 
the desk." He fauiried away, and returned a 
moment later. "Very good, " he repeated. 

Connie handed him a dollar: "I'm going to be 
here a week, " he said, "I want three good square 
meals a day, and it's up to you to see that I get 'em. 
No more lists of stuff I can't read. No more 'yes 
sir,' 'no sir,' 'very good sir.' " 

The waiter pocketed the dollar: '"Ittank you, 
s — . Very good. Always come to this table. I 
will reserve this place for you. You wiU find your 
chair tilted, so. I shall speak to the head waiter." 

Connie went directly to his room and putting 
on his cap and overcoat, returned to the lobby and 
£^ain approached the man at the desk: "What time 
does the show start?" he asked. 

"Curtain rises at eight-fifteen." 

"Where is it?" 

"Which one?" 

The boy reached for his envelope and handed the 
ticlKt to the derk. 

"Metropolitan," informed the man, with a 
^ance at the cardboard. "Marquette, between 
Third and Fourth. " The boy glanced at .the clock. 
It was a quarter past seven. Hurrying to Nicollet 
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Avenue, he walked rapidly to the depot and ac- 
costed a unifonned ofiBdal: "Is the seven-fifty-five 
for Brainard in yet?" 

"Naw, third gate to yer r^t, vibere them folks 
is waitin'." 

Connie turned up his collar, pulled his cap wdl 
down over his eyes, and strolled to the edge of the 
knot of people that crowded close about one of the 
iron gates. His eyes ran rapidly over each £aoe in 
the crowd without encountering the object of his 
search, so he appropriated an inconspicuous seat on 
a nearby bench between a man who was engrossed 
in bis newspaper, and an old woman idio held a 
large bundle up on her lap, and whose feet were 
surrounded with other bundles and bags which she 
insisted upon counting every few minutes. Closely 
the boy scrutinized each new arrival as he joined 
the waiting group. Beyond the iron grill were long 
strings of l^ted coaches to which were coupled 
engines that panted e^;erly as they awaited the 
signal that would send them plunging away into 
the night with their burden of human freight. 

Other trains drew in, and Connie watched the 
greetii^ of relatives and friends, as they rushed 
to meet the inpouring stream of passet^;ers. It 
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seemed to the lonely boy that everybody in the 
world had someone waitiiig to welomie him but 
himself. He swallowed once or twice, smiled a 
trifle bitterly, and resumed his scrutiny of the 
faces. A man bawled a string of names, there 
was a sudden surging of the crowd which rapidly 
melted as its members were spewed out into the 
train shed. A few stragglers were still hurrying 
through the gate. The hands of a clock pointed to 
seven-fifty-fouT, and Connie stood up. As he did 
so, a man catapulted down the stairs, and rushed 
for the gate. He was a young man, clothed in the 
garb of a woodsman, and as he passed him, Connie 
recognized the heavy face of von Kuhlmann. 

"That's just what I've been waiting for," he 
spolffi aloud to himself, after the manner cd those 
^ose lives are cast in the solitudes. Ilie man 
glanced up from his newspaper, and the old woman 
regarded him with a withering scowl, and gath- 
ered her bundles more closely about her feet. 

The play that evening was a musical comedy, 
and during the entire performance the boy sat en- 
thralled by the mime and the dazzling costumes. 
He was still in a daze when he reached his hotd, 
and once more stood in his room and gazed out 
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over the city of twinkling lights. He turned from 
the window and surveyed his apartment, the thick 
carpet, the huge brass bed, the white bath tub in 
the tiny room adjoining, with its faucets for hot 
and cold water, the big mirror that reflected his 
image from head to foot — it seemed all of a piece 
with the play. 

Instantly the boy's imagination leaped the snow- 
locked miles and he saw the tiny cabin on Ten 
Bow, the nights on the snow-trail when he had 
curled up in his blantets with the coldly gleaming 
stars for his roof; he saw the rough camp on Dog- 
fish and in a flash he was back in the room once 
more. "Tliis ain't real living, " he muttered, once 
more glancing about him, "It's — it's like the show 
— like living in a world of make-believe, " 

Undressing, he drew the white tub nearly full of 
watCT. ' ' I'm going to make it just as hot as I can 
stand it. Any one can take a bath in cold water. " 
He wallowed in the tub for a long time, dried him- 
self with a coarse towel, and rummaging in his new 
suitcase, produced a pair of pink pyjamas which 
had been highly recommended by the clerk at the 
big store. Very gingerly he donned the garments 
and for some moments stood and viewed himself 
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in the mirrtH*. "Gee," he muttered, "I'm sure 
^ad Waseche Bill ain't herel" and switching 
out the light, he dived into bed. 

Prcmptly at eleven o'clock, one week from the 
day he arrived in Minneapolis, Connie Morgan 
again presented hims^ at the office of the Syndi- 
cate. That he had been expected was evidenced 
by Uie fact that the girl at the switchboard did not 
ask him any questions. She greeted him by name, 
and touching a button beneath the edge of her desk 
summoned a boy who conducted him to Metzger's 
private office. The lumber magnate received him 
with an oily smile: "Promptly on the minute," he 
^jproved. "That's business. Sit here and we 
wOl see whether two business men are able to make 
their minds meet in a contract that will be pro- 
fitable to both." The man placed the points of his 
fingers together and stated across them at Con- 
nie. "In the first place," he b^^, "the quantity 
of logs. You are sure you can deliver here at our 
mills at least eig^t million feet?" 

"Yes," 

"Because," continued the man, "owing to the 
conditions of a contract we have on hand, any less 
than ^ht nuUion feet would be practically of no 
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value to us whatever. "Hiat is, we have concluded 
to rely entirely upon your logs to fulfill our big 
ccmtract, and should you fail us, the other contract 
would fail, and we would be at the expense of 
marketing the liunber elsewhere. " 

"How much mcrre than eight million feet could 
you use?" asked the boy. 

"As much more as you can deliver. Say, any- 
thing up to ten million." 

Connie nodded: "That's all rig^t," he assented, 
"and the price?" 

"Ah, yes — theprice." Metier f ro w ned thought- 
fully. "What would you say to twenty dollars 
a thousand?" 

Connie shook his head. "I can get twenty-five 
anywhere." 

"Well, twenty-five?" 

AgMn the boy shoc^ his head. "You tcOd me 
you could pay liberally for the logE if you could be 
sure of getting them all in one lot, " he reminded. 
"I can get twenty-five, anywhere, and by hunting 
cut my maiket I can boost it to thirty. " 

Metzger's frown deepened. "What is your 
price?" he asked. 

" Fifty ddlars." 
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"Fifty dollars!" The man rolled his eyes as if 
imploring high heaven to look down upon the 
extortion. "Ridiculous! Why the highest price 
ever paid was forty!" 

"Well make a new record, then, " answered the 
boy calmly. 

"Forty dollars — if you must have it," offered 
the man. "Forty dollars or nothing . And, even 
at forty, we mttst insist on inserting a protective 
clause in the contract. " 

"A protective clauseF" 

"Yes, it is this way. If we assume to pay such 
an outrageous price for your logs, we must insist 
upon being protected in case you fail to deliver. 
Suppose, for instance, something prevented your 
deliverii^ the logs, or part of them at our mills. 
Say, you could deliver only four or five million. 
We could not pay forty dollars for them, because 
our price is fixed with the understanding that we 
are to receive eight million. " 

"That's fair enough, "answered the boy; "well 
fix that. If we don't deliver ei^t million, 
then you takes what we do deliver at twenty 
dollars. " 

Metzger pondered. "And you will bind your- 
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self to sell to us, and not to others, if you deliver 
a short cut?" 

"Sure we will." 

"Wdl, there is fairness in your oflEer. We will 
say, then, that we are to pay you forty dollars a 
thousand for any amount between eight and ten 
million, and only twenty dollars if you fail to 
deliver at least eight million. " 

"I said fifty dollars," reminded the boy. 

"And I say we cannot pay fifty! It is unheard 
ofl It is not to be thought of! It is exorbitant!" 

Connie arose and reached for his cap: "All 
right," he answered. "The deal's cS." At the 
door he paused, ' ' I liked your hotel, and the siiows, " 
he said, but Metzger cut him short : 

"The hotel and the shows!" he cried. "Bah! it is 
nothing! Come back here. You are an extortion- 
ist! You know you have us at your mercy, and 
you are gouging us! It is an outr£^!" 

"See here, Metzg^. " The man flinched at tlse 
use of his name, shorn of any respectful Herr, co- 
Mister. But he listened. "It's my business to 
get as much for those logs as I can get. There is 
nothing mcn-e to talk about. If you want 'em at 
fifty dollars, take 'em, if you don't — good-bye. " 
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Mutterii^ and grumbling, the man motioned 
Imn back to his seat. "We've got to have the 
logs," he whined, "but it is a hard bargain you 
drive. One does not look for such haishness in the 
young. I am disappointed. How would forty- 
five do?" 

"Fifty." 

"Well, fifty, thenl" snapped Met^;er, with a 
great show of anger. "But look here, if we go up 
ten dollars on our part, you come down ten dollars 
on your parti We will pay fifty dollars a thou- 
sand for all logs between e^t and ten million — 
and ten dollars a thousand for all logs delivered 
short of eight million — and you bind yourself to 
sdl us your entire drive on those terms. " 

"That's a deal, " answered the boy. "And our 
crew to work with yours at the sorting gap. When 
will you have the papers?" 

"Come back at two, " growled the man, shortly. 

When Connie had gone, Metzger touched one of 
a row of buttons upon his desk, and von Kuhlmaon 
entered, and standing at military attention, waited 
for his superior to speak. 

For a fun minute Metzger kept him standing 
without deigning to notice him. Then, scribbling 
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for a. moment, he extended a paper toward his 
subordinate. "Have a contract drawn in confonn- 
ity with these figures, " he commanded. 

Von Kuhlmann glanced at the paper. "He 
agreed? As it iss so said here in America — he 
bite?" 

Metzger's thin lip writhed in a saturnine grin: 
"Yes, he bit. I strung him along, and he has an 
idea that he is a wonderful business man — to iuAd 
oat against me for his price. Ha, little did he 
know that the top price interested me not at all! 
It was the lesser figure that I was after — and you 
see what it is, von Kuhlmann — ten dtdiars a 
thousand/" 

The other made a rapid mental calculatitm: 
"On the deal, at five million feet, we make, at the 
least, more than three hundred thousand I ' ' 

Metzger nodded: "YesI That is biisioessl" 
he glared into von Kuhlmann's face, "Tliis deal is 
based on your report. If you have failed us 1" 

Von Kuhlmann shuddered: "I haff not fail. I 
haS been on Dogfish, and I haff mit mine eyes 
seen the logs. I haff talk mit Hurley, the boss. 
He iss mit us. Why should he not be mit us? We 
pay him well for the logs from which comes the 
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paint oS. He haS brand with the dissolving paint 
three million feets, Mineself I apply vater unt 
from the ends. I rub the paint, in each railway, 
here and there, a log. " 

Metzger pencilled some figures on a pad. "If 
you have failed us," he repeated, "we pay four 
hundred thousand dollars for ei^t million feet. 
Four hundred thousand! And we lose forty dollars 
a thousand on the whole eight millioo feet. Be- 
cause we expect to pay this Hurley ten dollars a 
thousand for the three million feet branded with 
the dissolving paint — and also to pay ten dollars a 
thousand for the five million that will be delivered 
under the contract." The man paused and brought 
his fist down on the desk: "Ha, these Americans!" 
the thin lips twisted in sneraiog contempt, "they 
pride tJiemselves upon their acumen — upon their 
business ability. They boast of being a nation of 
traders! They have pride of their great country 
lyii^ helpless as a babe — a swine contentedly 
wallowing in its own fat, believing itself secure in 
its flimsy sty — little heeding the Butcher, who 
watches even as he whets his knife under the swine's 
very eyes, waiting — waiting — waiting only for — 
Tbe Day!" At the words both Metzger and von 
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Kufalmaiin clicked their heels and came to a stiff 
military salute. Standing Metzger, continued: 
"Traders — ^business men — ^bah! It is the Ger- 
mans who are the traders — ^the business men of the 
world. Into the very heart of their country we 
reach, and they do not know it. Lumber here, 
iron there, cotton, wool, railroads, banks — in their 
own cotmtry, and under protection of their own 
laws we have reached out our hands and have 
taken; until today Germany holds the death-grip 
upon American commerce, as some day she will 
hold the death-grip upon America's very existence. 
When the Butcher thrusts the knife the swine dies. 
And, we, the supermen — the foremost in trade, in 
arms, in science, in art, in thougjit — ^we, the Ger- 
mans, will tiiat day come into our place in the sun ! " 

"Der TagI" pronounced von Kuhlmann, rever- 
ently, and with another clicking salute, he retired. 

At two o'clock Connie found himself once more 
in Metzger's office. The head of the Syndicate 
handed him a copy of a typed paper which the 
boy read carefully. Then, very carefully he read 
it again. 

"This seems to cover all the pcdnts. It suits me. 
You made two cc^es, did you?" 
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Metzger nodded. "And, now we will sign?" 
lie asked, picking up a pen from the desk, and 
touching a button. Von KuWtnann appeared in 
the doorway. "Just witness these signatures," 
said Metzger. 

"Ji it's just the same to you, I saw Mike GDlum, 
one of your foremen, waiting out theie; I would 
rather he witnessed the agnii^. " 

"What's this? What do you mean?" 

"Nothing — only I know Mike Gillum. He's 
honest. I'd like him to witness. " 

"Send Gillum in!" ccnnmanded Metzger, glar- 
ing at the boy, and when the Irishman appeared, 
he said brusqucdy. "Witness the agnature to a 
contract for the sale of some logs." Amusing 
the papers he signed each copy with a flourish, 
and offered the pen to Connie. 

The boy smiled. "Why, I can't sign it," he 
said. "You see, I'm a minor. It wouldn't be 
l^;al. It wouldn't bind either one of us to any- 
thii^. If the deal didn't suit me after the logs 
were here, I could claim that I had no right to 
make the contract, and the courts would uphcdd 
me. Or, if it didn't suit you, you could say 'It is a 
mere scrap of paper. ' " 
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Metzger jerked the thick glasses from his nose 
and glared at the boy. "What now? You mean 
you have no authority to make this contract? 
You have beai jesting? Making a fool of me — 
taking up my time — living at my expense — and 
allfornothii^?" 

Connie laughed at the irate magnate : ' ' Oh, no — 
not so bad as that. I have the authority to arrange 
the terms because I am a partner. It is only the 
l^al part that interferes. Hurley, our walking 
boss has the power of attorney signed by my part- 
ner, who is not a minor. Hurley is authorized to 
sell logs and incur indebtedness for us. I will 
have to take those contracts up to our camp and 
get his signature. Then everything will be O.K. " 

Metzger scowled: "Why did you not have this 
Hurley here?" 

"What, and leave a couple of hundred men idle 
in the woods? That would not be good business, 
would it? Ill take the contracts and have them 
signed and witnessed, and rettun yours by regis- 
tered mail within two days. " 

The bead of the Syndicate shot a keen sidewise 
glance at the boy who was chattii^ with Mike 
GiUiun, as he selected a heavy envelope, slipped 
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the two copies of the contract into it, and | 
it over. Connie placed the envelope in an inner 
pocket and, buttoning his coat tightly, bade Met^ 
ger good-bye, and passed out of the door. 

Alcne in the office Metzger frowned at his desk, 
he drew quick, thin lined figures upon his blotting 
pad: "These Americans," he repeated contemptu- 
ously under his breath. "To send a boy to do bvm- 
ness with me — a past master of business! The 
fools I The smug, self-satisfied, helpless fools — 
Z know not whether to pity or to laugh I And, yet, 
this boy has a certain sort of shrewdness. I had 
relied, in case anything went wrong with our 
plan, upon voiding the ccoitract in court. How- 
ever, vcm Kuhlmann is clever. He has been this 
week on the field. His judgment is unerring. He 
is German I" 

Late that evening, clad once more in his woods- 
man's garb, Connie Morgan sat upon the plush 
cushion of a railway coach, with his new leather 
suitcase at his feet, and smiled at the friendly 
twinkling lights of the farm-houses, as his train 
rushed northward into the ni^t. 
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1BE UNMASKING OF SLUE FOOT UAGEE 

J^ONNIE MORGAN did not leave the train at 
^-^ Dogfish Spur, but kept on to the county 
seat. In the morning he hunted up the sheriff, a 
blufi woodsman who, until his election to office, 
had operated as an independent stumpage con- 
tractor. 

"Did you arrest three I. W. W.'s in Mike Gil- 
lum's camp on Willow River a while back?" he 
asked, when the sheriff had offered him a chair 
in his office in the little court-house. 

"D'you mean those two-le^ed skunks that 
tried to brain Hurl^ when he was bringin' 'em 
in fer tryin' to bum out his camp?" 

"Those are the ones. " 

"They're here. An' by the time they got here 
they know'd they hadn't be'n on no Simday-school 
picnic, too. Doc swore out the warrants, an' I 
377 
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deputized Limber Bill Bradley, an' Blinl^ Hoy 
to go an' fetch 'em in. 'Treat 'em kind,* I tells 
'em when they started. But, judgin' by looks 
when they got 'em out here, they didn't. You see, 
them boys was brought up rou£^. Lomber Bill 
mixed it up with a bear one time, an' killed him 
with a four-inch jack-knife, an' Blinky Hoy — they 
say he eats buzz-saws fer brealcfast. So here they 
be, an' here they'll stay 'til June court. They 
started hollerin' fer a p'liminary hearin', soon as 
they got here, but I know'd Hurley was strainin* 
hisself fer a good showin' this year, an' wouldn't 
want to stop an' come down to testify, so I worked 
a technicality on 'em to prevent the hearin'. " 

"A technicality?" 

"Yeh, I shuck my fist in under their nose an' 
told 'em if they demanded a bearing, they'd git it. 
But it would be helt up in Hurley's camp, an' 
Limber Bill, an' Blinky Hoy would chaperoon 'em 
up, an' provided they was enot^h left of 'em to 
bother with after the hearin' them same two 
would fetch 'em back. So they changed their 
minds about a hearin', and withdraw'd the 
demand. " 

Connie laughed: "I'm Hurley's clerk, and I just 
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dropped down to tdl you that if those fdlovs 
should happen to ask you how you got wind of 
where they were hidii^, you might tell them that 
Slue Foot Magee tipped them off. " 

" If they'd happen to ask !" exclaimed the sheriff. 
"They've b'en tryin' every whidi way they 
know'd how to horn it out of me, ever ance they 
got out here. What about Slue Foot? I never 
did trust that bird — never got nothin* on him^ — ^but 
always livin' in hopes. " 

' ' I happen to know that Slue Foot is an Z. W. W., 
and if these fellows think he doubled-crossed them, 
they might loosen up with some interesting dope, 
just to even things up. You see, it was Slue Foot 
who advised them to go to Wfllow River. " 

"0-ho, so that's it!" grinned the sheriff. 
"Well, mebbe, now they'll find that they kin 
pump me a little after all. " 

"And while I'm here I may as well swear out 
a coufde of more warrants, too. You are a frioid 
c£ Hurley's, and you want to see him make good. " 

"You bet y^ life I do! Tlio'e's a man) He's 
{dayed in hard luck all his life, an' if he's got a 
chanct to make good — I'm for him. " 

"Then hold c^ serving these warrants 'til just 
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before the break-up. When the thaw comes, jrou 
hurry up to Hurley's camp, and nab Slue Foot. " 
The sheriff nodded, and Connie continued: "First 
X want him arrested for conspiring with the Syndi- 
cate in the theft of thirty-four thousand dollars* 
worth of logs during April and May of last year. " 

"With, the Syndicate — stealin' logs!" 

"Yes, if it hadn't been for that, Hiu-ley would 
have made good last year. " 

The sheriff's lips tightened ; " If we can only rope 
in Heinie Metzger I He ruined me on a dirty deal. 
I had stumpage contracts with him. Then he 
tried to beat me with his money for sheriff, but he 
found out that John Grey had more friends in the 
woods than the Syndicate had. Go on. " 

"Then, for conspiring to defraud certain sawyers 
by shading their cut. Then, for the theft of three 
thousand, five hundred dollars from Denny 
O'Sullivan. And, last, for conspiracy with the 
Syndicate to steal some three million feet of logs 
this year. " 

The sheriff looked at the boy in open-eyed 
astonishment. "D'you mean you kin proove all 
this?" 

' ' I think so. I can prove the theft of the money, 
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and the shading the cut — ^when it comes to the 
tamber stealing, with the Syndicate's money back 
of 'em, we'll have a harder time. But I've got the 
evidence. " 

ITie sheriff grinned: "Well, when Slue Foot let 
go, he let go all holts, didn't he? If you've got the 
evidence to back you up, like you say you have, 
Slue Pootll be usin' a number instead of a name 
fer the next lifetime er so. " 

Shortly after noon of the tenth day, following 
his departure from camp, Connie stepped oS the 
train at Dogfish Spur, to find Frenchy waiting for 
him with the tote-team. "Hurley say, "you go 
long an' git de kid. She gon' for com' today — 
tomor' — sure, an' I ain' wan' heem git all tire out 
walkin' in.' Hturley lak you fine an' Saginaw lak 
you, but Slue Foot, she roar an' growl w'en you 
ain' here. Bye-m-bye, Hurley tell heem 'shut oop 
de mout', who's runnin' de camp?' an ^ue Foot 
gon' back to Camp Two mad lak tondaire. " 

The trip up was uneventful. Frenchy's "gran' 
team" was in fine fettle, and just as the m^i were 
filing into the cook's camp for supper, he swung the 
team into the clearing with a magnificent whoop 
and flourish. 
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After supper, in the office, Lod Camden began 
to shufiSe his reports, airanging them day by day 
for the boy's convenienoe. Saginaw and Hurley 
filled their pipes, and the former, with a vast 
assumption of nonchalance, removed his boots and 
codced his heels upon the edge of h^ bunk. Hur- 
ley hitched his chair about until it faced the boy, 
and for a space of seconds glared at him thioi^ 
narrowed eyes. 

"Ye made a mistake to come back! Ye dhirty 
little thayfel An' me oSerin' to lind ye money!" 
The blood left Connie's face to rush back to it in 
a surge of red, and his lips tightened. "Oh, ye 
don't nade to pertind ye're insulted," the huge 
man's voice trembled with suppressed rage. "Ye 
had me fooled. Oi'd of soon cauf^t wan av me 
own b'ys in a dhirty game — Oi thought that wdl 
av ye. But whin Slue Foot com' ragin' down 
whin he heer'd ye'd gon' for a wake er so, Oi mis- 
thrusted there was a rayson, so Oi tuk a luk at th' 
books, an' ut didn't take me Icmg to find out yer 
dhirty cut-shadin' scheme." 

Connie met the glare eye for eye. "Yes," he 
answered, "it is a dirty deal, isn't it? I don't 
blame you fer bein' mad. I was, too, when I 
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threw in with it — so mad I came near spilling the 
beans." 

Hurley was staring open mouthed. "Wdl, av 
all th' nerve!" he choked out the words. 

"But I held onto myself," continued the boy, 
"and now we've got the goods on Slue Foot — ^four 
ways from the jack. You noticed I kept a record 
of just how much has been shaved oS from each 
man's cut? If I hadn't you would never have 
tumbled to the deal, no matter how long you 
studied the books. We are gcnng to return that 
money to the sawyers who have it coming — ^but not 
yet. We want those false vouchers issued first. 
By the way, how much do you figure we've got on 
the landings, now?" 

"Eight million, seven hundred thousan' — and 
clost to three hundred thousan' layin' down. Th' 
thaw's right now in th' air — 'an we're t'rough cut- 
tin'. Tomorrow all hands wor-rks gittin' the logs 
to the rollways. But what's that to ye? An' 
what d'ye mane settin' there ca'm as a lake on a 
shtm noight, an' admittin' ye wuz in on a low- 
down swindle? An-ny wan 'ud think ye wuz 
accused av shwoipin' a doughnut off the cook!" 

"Ill come to that directly, " answered the boy. 



by Google 



384 Connie Morgan in fht Lumber Camps 

"First, I wish you'd sign this contract. Saginaw 
or Lon will witiiess the signature. And we can 
get it into the mail tomorrow. " 

"Contrack!" roared Hurley, snatching the 
paper from the boy's hand. The boss's eyes ran 
rapidly over the typewritten page, and with a low 
exclamation he moved the chair to the light. 
For ten minutes tiiere was tense ^lence in the little 
<ffice. Then Hurley looked up. "Fifty dollars a 
thousan' I" hegasped. "Per an-nything from eig^t 
totinmillion! Tindollarsathousan'.feran-nything 
less nor eight million! Prom th' Syndicate I" With 
a bellow of rage the big boss leaped from his chair 
and stood over the boy. "Niver Oi've wanted to 
paste a man so badi" he foamed. "Oisaidyewuz 
shmar-rt — an' ye ar-re. But ye ain't shmar-rt 
enough to put this over on me — ye an' Slue Put — 
yer game is bushtedl" He shook the paper under 
the boy's nose. "Somehow, ye figger on soide- 
thrackin' enough av thim logs to turn in less 
thin e^ht milUcm — an the Syndicate gits the 
cut fer tin dollars a thousan' — an ' ye an' Slue 
Put divoides up the price av the logs that's 



Connie laughed. "You've hit the idea prett? 
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well, boss — only you've got the wrong boot on the 
wrong foot." 

"What d'ye mane wid yer boots and futs? Oi 
see yer game, an' Oi know now ut it wuz Slue Put 
had a hand in the lasht year's loosin'. Wait 
'til Oi git me hands on thot dhirty cur! Wait — " 
In his wrath the man hurled \he paper to the floor, 
and reached for his mackinaw with one hand, and 
his peavy with \h.e other. 

Lon Camden sat looking on with bulging eyes, 
and beyond the stove Saginaw Ed shook with si- 
lent mirth as he wriggled his toes in his thick 
woollen socks. 

"Hold <m, Hurley, " said Connie, as he rescued 
the precious contract from the floor. "Just sit 
down a minute and let's get this thing straight. 
As soon as the thaw sets in, John Grey will be up 
to tend to Slue Foot. I swore out three or four 
warrants against him, besides what the I. W. W.*s 
are going to spilL " 

"John Grey — warrants — I. W. W.'s." The man 
stood as one bewildered. "An' the kid ca'm as 
butter, flashin' contracks aroun' th' c^ce, an' 
ownin' up he's a thayfe — an' Saginaw a-laughin' to 
hisself , ' ' He passed a rough hand across his f ore- 
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head as the peavy crashed to the floor. ' ' Mebbe, 
ut's all here," he babbled weakly. "Mebbe thim 
I. W. W.'s give me wan crack too many — an' me 
brain's let go." 

"Your brain's all right, " said Connie. "Just sit 
down and light your pipe, and forget you're mad, 
and listen while I explain. " 

Hurley sank slowly into his chair: "Sure, jist 
fergit Oi'm mad. Jist set by quiet an' let ye ate 
th' doughnut ye shwoiped off th' cook. Don't 
say nawthin' whoilst ye an' Slue Put an' the 
Syndicate steals th' whole outfit. Mebbe if Oi'd 
take a little nap, ut wid be handier far yez." 
The man's words rolled in pcmderous sarcasm. 
Lon Camden arose and fumbled in his turkey. A 
moment later he tendered the boss a small screw- 
corked flask. 

"I know it's again' orders in the woods, boss. 
But I ain't a drinkin' man — only keep this in case 
of accident. Mebbe a Uttle nip now would 
straightai you out. " 

Hurley waved the flask aside : ' ' No, O'im off thot 
stuff f er good I Ut done me har-rm in me younger 
days — ^but ut kin do me no more. Av Oi ain't 
going crazy, 01 don't nade ut. Av Oi am, ut's 
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bother to be crazy an' sober, thin crazy an' drunk. 
Go cm, b'y. Ye was goin' to mention somethin', 
Oi believe — an' av me name's Jake Hurley, ut bet- 
ther be a chinful. In the first place, what business 
ye got wid contracks, an' warrants, an-nyhow?" 

"In the first place," grinned the boy, "I'm a 
partner of Waseche Bill, and one of the owners 
of this outfit. Here are the papers to show it. " 
While Hurley studied the papers, Connie proceeded : 
"We got your report, and then a letter from Mike 
Gillum saying that you were in the pay of the 



Hurley leaped to bis feet: "Moike Gillum says 
Oi wuz in the pay of Ui' Syndicatel He's a 
dhirty " 

"Yes, yes^I know all about that. Slue Foot 
is the man who is in the pay of the Syndicate — 
and he borrowed your name. " Hurley subsided, 
somewhat, but bis huge fists continued to clendi 
and unclench as the boy talked. "So I came 
down to see what the trouble was. It didn't take 
me long, after I had been with you for a while, 
to find out that you are square as a die — and that 
Slue Foot is as crooked as the trail of a snake. I 
pretended to throw in with him, and he let me in cm 
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the cut-shading — and later on the big steal — ^the 
sdieme they worked on you last winter, that 
turned a twenty-thousand-dollar profit into a 
•fourteen-thousand-dollar loss. When I got onto 
his game, I asked for a leave of absence and went 
down and dosed the deal with the Syndicate — or 
rather, I let Heinie Metzger and von Kuhlmann 
dose a deal with me. I had doped it all out that, 
if Metzger bdieved Slue Foot could prevent the 
delivery of part of the l<%s, he'd c^er most any- 
thing for the whole e^ht million, because he knew 
he would never have to pay it, providing he could 
get the figure way down <m anjrthing less than 
e^ht million. So I stuck out for fifty dollars a 
thousand on the eight million, and he pretended 
it was just tearing his heart out; at the same time I 
let him get me down to ten dollars a thousand on 
the short cut — ^And we don't care how little he 
offered for that, because we're going to ddiver the 
whole cutl" 

Hurley was staring into the boy's face in open- 
mouthed incredulity. "An' ye mane to say, ye 
wint to Minneapolis an' hunted up Heinie Metzger 
hissdf, an' let him make a contrack that'll lose 
him three or foor hundred thousan' dollars? 
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Heinie Metzger — the shrewdest lumberman in the 
wor-rld. Th' man that's busted more good honest 
min fhft t^ he Inn count! Th' man that howlds th' 
b^ woods in the holler av his hand! An' ye — a 
b'y, wid no hair on his face, done thot? Done ut 
deliberate — ^figgered out bef oor hand how to make 
Heinie Metzger bate hisself — an' thin went down 
an' done ut?" 

Connie laughed : ' ' Sure, I did. Honestly, it was 
so ea^ it is a shame to take the m(Uiey. Heinie 
Metzger ain't shrewd — ^he just thinks he is — and 
people have taken him at his own valuation. I 
told Saginaw the whole thing, before I went 
down. Didn't I, Saginaw?" 

"You sure did. But I didn't think they was 
any such thing as puttin' it acrost. An' they's 
a whole lot more yet the kid's did, boss. Per one 
thing, he's got them three I. W. W.'s locked in jail. 
An' " 

Hurley waved his arm weakly: "Thot's enough 
— an' more thin enough fer wan avenin*. Th' 
list Oi'Il take in small doses. " He struggled in- 
to his mackinaw and reached fer the peavy that 
lay where it had fallen beside the stove. 

"Where ye headin', boss?" asked Saginaw. 
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' ' Camp Two. Oi' ve a little conference to hoidd 
with the boss up there. " 

Lon Camden removed his pipe and spat accu- 
rately and judiciously into the woodbox. "The 
kid's right, Hurley," he said. "Let John Grey 
handle Slue Foot. All reason says so. If any- 
thing should happen to you just befcn^ the drive, 
where'd the kid's contract be? He's done his 
part, givin' the Syndicate the first good wallop 
it ever got — now it's up to you to do youm. If 
you lay Slue Foot out, when John Grey comes he 
wouldn't have no choist but to take you along — 
so either way, we'd lose out." 

"But," roared Hurley, " s'pose John Grey don't 
show up befoor the drive? Thin Slue Fut'U be 
free to plot an' kape us from deliverin' thim logs. " 

"Slue Foot's donel" cried Connie. "He can't 
hurt us now. You see, the Syndicate people 
furnished him with a paint that looks just like the 
regular branding paint. When the logs have 
been in the water a short time the paint all comes 
oS — ^And, last year, with you bossing the rear 
drive, by the time they got to the mills all the 
logs they dared to steal were wearii^ the green 
triplex." 
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"An' ye mane he's got thot wash-oS stuff on 
them logs now?" 

"On about three milUon feet of 'em, " answered 
the boy. " AH we've got to do is to sit tight until 
John Grey ounes for Slue Foot, and then put a 
crew to work and brand the logs with r^^ular paint 
and get 'em into the water." The boy laughed 
aloud, "And you bet I want to be right at the 
sortii^ gap, when old Heinie Metzger sees the 
sixth, and seventh, and dghth, and ninth milUon 
come floatii^ along — with the red block-and-ball 
bobbing all shiny and wet in the sunt Oh, man! 
Old Heinie, with his ^^lasses, and his store 
clothes I" 

Hurley banged the peavy down upon the wooden 
floor. "An' ut's proud Oi'Il be to be sthandin' be 
yer soide whin them logs rolls in. Ut's as ye say, 
best to let th' law deal with Slue Foot. Yez 
nade have no fear — from now on 'til John Grey 
sets fut in th' clearin' — fer all an-ny wan w'd know, 
me an' Shie Foot could be brother-in-laws. " 
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CHAPTER XX 
CONNIE DELIVERS HIS LOGS 

•THE following days were busy ones in ihe two 
'■ camps in Deafish. Connie woriced day and 
night to catdi up on his books, and while Saginaw 
superintended the building of the huge bateau, 
and t^e smoothing out of the railways, Hurley and 
Slue Foot kept the rest of the crew at work haulii^ 
logs to the landings. Spring came on with a rush, 
and the fast softening snow made it necessary for 
the haulii^ to be done at night. The thud of axes, 
the whine of saws, and the long crash of falling 
trees, was heard no more in the camps, while all 
night long the woods resounded to the calls of 
teamsters and swampers, as huge loads of logs were 
added to the millions of feet already on the rollways. 
Then came a night when the thermometer failed 
to drop to the freezing point. The sky hung 
heavy with a thick grey blanket of clouds, a steady 
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drenching rain set in, and the loggers knew that so 
far as the woods were concerned, their work was 
done. Only a few logs remained to be hauled, 
and Hurley ordered these peeled and snaked to the 
skidways to await the next season. 

The men sang and danced in the bunkhouse 
that night to the wheeze of an accordion and the 
screech of an old fiddle. They crowded the few 
belongings which they would take out of the woods 
with them into ridiculously small compass, and 
talked joyfully and boisterously of the drive — for, 
of all the work of the woods it is the drive men most 
love. And of all work men find to do, the \iyg 
drive on a swollen, quick-wata- river is the most 
dangerous, the most gruelling, and the most tor- 
turing, when for days and nights on end, following 
along rough shores, fighting underbrush, rocks, and 
backwater, clothing half torn from their bodies, 
and the remnants that remain wet to their skin, 
sleeping in cat-naps upon the wet ground, eating 
out of their hands as they follow the logs, cheating 
deatb by a hair as they leap from Ic^ to log, or 
swarm out to break a jam — of all work, the most 
grueUing, yet of all work the most loved by the 
white-water birlers of the north. 
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N»t morning water was flowing on top of the 
ice on Deafish, and the big bateau was man- 
hauled to the bank and loaded with supplies and a 
portable stove. Strong lines were loaded into her, 
and extra axes, pickpoles, and peavys, and then, 
holding themselves ready to man the river at a 
moment's notice, the crew waited. 

And that morning, also appeared John Grey, 
worn out and wet to the middle by his all night's 
battle with the deep, saturated slush of the tote 
road. He had started from Dogfish wiUi a horse 
and a side-bar buggy, but after a few miles, he had 
given up the attempt to drive through, and had 
unharnessed the horse and turned it loose to find 
its way back, while he pushed on on foot. After 
a prodigious meal, the sheriff turned in and ^ept 
until noon. When he awoke, his eyes rested for a 
mcunent on Connie, and he turned to Hurley: 
"Quite some of a clerk you got holt of, this season, 
Jaks, " he said, with a twinkle in his eye. 

"Yeh, " replied Hurley, drily. "He's done 
fairly good — ^for a greener. I mistrusted, after 
he'd be'n in here a spell, that he wasn't justapick- 
up of a kid — but, I didn't hardly think he'd turn 
out to be the owner. " 
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"Owner?" 

"Yup. Him an' his pardner owns this timber, 
an' the kid come down to find out what the trouble 



" Y'ain't tcllin' me a kid like 1 

"Yup — ^tiiey come that way — up in Alasky. 
He's put in a year with the Canady Mounted, too. 
I ain't a-braggin' him up none, but I'm right here 
to tdl you that what that there kid don't know 
ain't in the books — an' he kin put over things that 
makes the smartest men me an' you ever heer'd 
of look lilK pikers. " 

JohnGreysmiled, and the boss continued: "Oh, , 
you needn't lafi! Old Heinle Metzger busted 
you, didn't he? An' he busted a-many another 
good man. But this here kid slipped down an' 
put a contrack over on him that'll cost him be- 
tween three an' four hundred thousand dollars d 
his heart's blood. The contrack is all signed and 
delivered, an' when Dogfish lets go tonight or to- 
morrow, the logs'll start. " 

"Where is Slue Foot?" asked the sheriff, after 
listening to Htuley's e:q)lanatioc. 

"Up to Camp Two, we'll be goin' up there now. 
Mean'youan'thekidan'Lonllgolong. An'acrew 
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of men with paint buckets and brushes. Saginaw, 
he'll have to stay here to boss the breakin' out of the 
rollways, in case she let's go before we git back. " 

At the edge of Camp Two's clearing Huriey 
called a halt: "Well wait here 'til the kid gits 
Slue Foot's dgnature to them vouchers. When 
ye git 'em kid, open the door an' spit out into the 
snow — then we'll come." 

"I'll just keep out these, " grinned Slue Foot, as 
he selected the false vouchers from the sheaf of 
good ones, "so them birds don't git no cfaanct to 
double-cross me. You've done yer part first rate, 
kid. There's a little better than three million feet 
on the rollways that'll be wearin' the green tnp\e 
X again they hit the sortin' gap. Von Kuhlmann 
was up here hisself to make sure, an' they's goin' 
to be a bunch of coin in it fer us — because he says 
how the owner is down to Minneapolis an' con- 
tracted fer the whole cut, an' old Heinie Metzger 
made a contrack that'll bust this here Alasky gent. 
He'll be so sick of the timber game, he.11 run every 
time he hears the word log spote. An' Hurley — 
he's broke fer good an' all. I be'n layin' to git him 
good — an' I done it, an' at the same time, I made a 
stake fer myself. " 
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Connie nodded, and opening the door, spat into the 
snow. A monient later there was a scraping of feet. 
The door opened, and John Grey, closely followed 
b7 Hurley and Lon Camden, entered the o£Bce. 

"Hullo, Jcdm," greeted Slue Foot. "Huntin' 
sotaeone, er be ye up here tryin' to git some point- 
ers on how to maJce money lo^in' ? " 

Tie sheriff flushed ai^rily at the taunt : " A little 
of both, I guess," he answered evenly. 

"Who you huntin'?" 

"You." 

"Me! What d'you want of me? What I be'n 
doin'?" 

"Oh, nothin' to speak of. Countin' the four 
warrants the kid, here, swore out, I only got nine 
agin ye — the other five is on information swore to 
by yer three friends down in jail. " 

With a roar of hate. Slue Foot sprang straight at 
Connie, but Hurley who had been expecting just 
such a move, met him half way — ^met his face with 
a huge fist that had behind it all the venom of the 
big boss's pent-up wrath. Slue Foot crashed into 
a comer, and when he regained his feet two steel 
bracelets coupled with a chain encircled his wrists. 
The TWftfi glared in sullen defiance while the sheriff 
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read the warrants arising out of the informataon of 
the three I. W. W.'s. But when he came to the 
warrants Connie had sworn out, the man flew into 
a fury of impotent r£^e — a fury that gradually 
subsided as the enormity cd the c^ences dawned 
on him and he sank cowerii^ into a chair, windng 
visibly as he listened to the fateful words. "So 
you see, " concluded the sheriff, "the State oi Min- 
nesota is mighty interested in you, Slue Foot, 
so much interested that I shouldn't wonder if it 
would decide to pay yer board and lodgin' fer the 
rest of yer natural life. " 

"If I go over the road there'll be others that 
goes too. Tliere's them in Minneapolis that holds 
their nose pretty high that's into this as deep as me. 
An' if I kin knock a few years oSen my own time, 
by tumin* State's evidence, yer kin bet yer life I'll 
^ill a mouthful. ' ' Suddenly he turned on Connie : 
"An' you, " he screamed, "you dirty little double- 
crosser! What be you gittin' out of this?" 

"Well," answered the boy, "as soon as the 
crew out there on the rollways get the red block- 
and-ball in good honest paint on the ends of those 
Ic^, I'll get quite a lot out of it. You see I own 
the timber." 
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Just at daylight the following morning the 
Dogfish River burst its prison of ice and "let go" 
with a rush and a grind of broken cakes ; breakfast 
was bolted, and the men of the drive swarmed to 
the bank where they stood by to break-out the 



amtLST BAD KBUAIHBD AT IBB UPPBB CAMF, AND AS IVB DKIVE 
AT LAST BEGAN TO IBUI OUT, HB CAHB FLOATING DOWN, STANDING 
EKBCT UPON A HUGB LOG. 

rollways as soon as the logs from the upper Camp 
b^an to thin out. Connie stood beside the big 
bateau with the cook and John Grey and watched 
Camp Two's drive rush past — a floating floor of 
Ic^ that spanned the river from bank to bank. 
Hurley had remained at the upper Camp and as 
the drive at last b^an to thin out, he came float- 
ing down, standing erect upon a huge log. When 
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opposite the camp the big boss leaped nimbly from 
log to log tmtil he reached the bank, where Sagi- 
naw stood ready to order out the breaking out of 
the first rollway. Many of the men of the upper 
drive had passed, riding as Hurley had done upcm 
logs — others straggled along the shore, watdiing 
to see that no trouble started at the bends, and 
still others formed the rear drive whose business it 
was to keep the stranded logs and the jill-pokes 
moving. 

So busy were all hands watching the logs that 
nobody noticed the manacled ^ue Foot crawl 
stealthily from the bateau and shp to the river's 
blink. A big log nosed into shore and the former 
boss of CampTwo leaped onto it, his weight sendii^ 
it out into the current. Tte plan might have 
worked, for the next bend would have thrown Slue 
Foot's log to the opposite bank of the river brfore 
any one could possibly have interfered, but luck 
willed otherwise, for the moment the tmfortunate 
Slue Foot chose as the moment of his escape was the 
same moment Saginaw Ed gave the word for the 
breaking-out of the first rollway. There was a 
sharp order, a few well-directed blows of axes, a 
loud snapping of toggle-pins, and with a mighty 
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roar the towering pile of logs shot down the steep 
bank and took the river with a splash that sent a 
wave of water before it. 

Then it was that the horrified spectators saw 
Slue Foot, his log caught in the wave, frantically 
endeavouring to control, with his calked boots, its 
Ton and pitch. For a moment it seemed as if he 
might succeed, but the second roUway let go and 
hurtled after the first, and then the third, and &e 
fourth — rolling over each other, forcing the tum- 
bling, heaving, forefront farther and farther into 
the stream, and nearer and nearer to Slue Foot's 
wildly pitching log. By this time word had 
passed to the men at the roUways and the fifth was 
held, but too late to save Slue Foot, ior a moment 
later the great brown mass of rolling tumbling logs 
reached him, and before the eyes of the whole 
crew, the boss of Camp Two disappeared for ever, 
and the great brown mass rolled on. 

"Mebbe ut's best," said Hurley, as with a 
shudder he turned away, '"tisa man's way to die — 
in the river — an' if they's an-ny wan waitin' f er him 
um back there, ^ey'll think he died loike a man. " 
In the next breath he bellowed an order and the 
work oi the roUways went on. 
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It was at the first of his dererly planned obstruc- 
tions that Hurley overtook the head of the drive, 
and it was there that he encountered Long Leaf 
Olson and the men of the Syndicate crew. 

Long Leaf was ranting and roaring up and down 
the bank, vainly ordering his men to break the 
jam, and calling malediction upon the logs, the 
crew, river, and every foot of land its water lapped. 
Hurley had ordered Saginaw to the rear drive, 
promising to hold the waters back with his jams, 
and now he approached the irate Lcmg Leaf, a 
sack of dynamite over his shoulder and a hundred 
picked men of his two crews at his back. 

"Call yer men oS thim logs!" he bellowed, 
"Thim's my logs coi the heacf end, an' I want 'cm 
where they're at. " 

" Go on back to the rear end where you belong !" 
screeched Long Leaf; "I'll learn you to git &esh 
with a Syndicate drivel Who d'you think you be, 
anyhow?" 

"Oi'll show ye who I be, ye Skanjehoovyan 
Swade! An' Oi'll show ye who's runnin' this 
drive! O'im bossin' th' head ind mesilf an' Sagi- 
naw Ed's bossin' the rear, an' av ye've fouled our 
drive, ye'll play the game our way! What do Oi 
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care fer yer Syndicate? Ye ain't boss of nawthin' 
on this river this year — ^ye' ain't aven boss of the 
bend-watchers!" 

Long Leaf, who's river supremacy had hereto- 
fore been undisputed, for the simple reason that no 
outfit had dared to incur the wrath of the Syndi- 
cate, stared at tihe huge Irishman in astonishment. 
Then placing his fingers to his lips he gave a peculiar 
whistle, and instantly men swarmed from the jam, 
and others appeared as if by magic from the woods. 
In a close-packed mob, they centred about 
their boss. "Go git 'emi" roared Long Leaf, 
beside himself with rage. "Chase the tooth- 
pickers off the river I" 

"Aye, come onl" cried Hurl^. "Come on yez 
spalpeens! Come on, chase us off th' river — an' 
whoilst yer chasin' ye bether sind wan av ye down 
to Owld Hdnie fer to ship up a big bunch av long 
black boxes wid shin^ handles, er they'll be a 
whole lot of lumberjacks that won't go out av the 
woods at all, this spring!" 

As the men listened to the challenge they gazed 
uneasily toward the crew at Kuril's back. One 
hundred strong they stood and each man that did 
not carry an aze or a peavy, had thoughtfully 
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provided himsdf with a serviceable peeled dub of 
about the thickness of his wrist. 

"Git at 'em! "roared Long Leaf, jumping up and 
down in his tracks. But the men hesitated, 
moved forward a few steps, and stopped. 

"They hain't nawthin' in my contrack calls fer 
gittin' a cracked bean, " said one, loud enough to 
be heard by the others. "Ner mine," "ner 
mine," "ner mine," "Let old Metzger fig^t his 
own battles, he £iin't never done nawthin' to me but 
skinned me on the wanagan." "What would we git 
if we did risk our head?" "Probably git docked 
fer the time we put in fi^tia'." Rapidly the 
mutiny spread, each man taking his cue from the 
utterance of his neighbour, and a few minutes 
later they all retired, threw themselves upon the 
wet groimd, and left Long Leaf to face Hurley alone. 

"Git out av me road," cried the big Irishman, 
"befoor Oi put a shtick av giant in under ye an' 
blow ye out!" Loi^ Leaf backed away and, 
proceeding to a point opposite the jam. Hurley 
seated himself upon a log, and cahnly filled his pipe. 

"If you think you're bossin' this drive, why in 
tarnation ain't you busted this jam," growled 
Long Leaf, as he came up a few minutes later. 
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"They ain't no hurry, me b'y, not a bit of a 
hurry. Tliey'll be another wan just a moile above 
th' mouth. Ut's a way good river-min has got 
to let the rear drive ketch up. " 

"You wait 'til Metzger hears of thisi" fumed 
Loi^ Leaf. 

Hurley laughed: "Oi'll be there at th' telltn'. 
An' you wait 'til Metzger sees eight er noine 
million feet av my logs slidin' t'rough his sortin' 
gap — an' him havin' to pay fifty dollars a thou- 
sand fer um. D'ye think hell doie av a stroke, er 
will he blow up?" 

"What do you mean — e^t million — fifty dol- 



Hurley laughed tantalizingly: "Wait an' see. 
"Tnill be worth th' proice av admission. " And 
not another word could Long Leaf get out of him. 

During the previous summer Hurley had studied 
his ground well. For several miles above the jam 
the river flowed between high banks, and it was 
that fact that made his scheme practicable, for had 
the land extended back from the river in wide flats 
or meadows, the backwater from ihe jam would 
have scattered his drive far and wide over the 
country. It was mid-afternoon when iixe reax- 
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drive crew came up and then it was that Hurley, 
bearing a bundle of yellow cylinders, crept cnit 
along the face of the jam. A quarter of an hour 
later he came crawling back and joined the men 
who watched from the edge of the timber. Five 
minutes passed and the silence of the woods was 
shattered by a dull boom. The whole mass of 
logs tiiat had lain, heaped like jack-straws in the 
bed of the river, seemed to lift bodily. A few logs 
in the forefront were hurled into the air to fall witli 
a noisy splash into the river, or with a crash upon 
the trembling mass that settled slowly into the 
stream again. For an instant the bristling wall 
quivered uncertainly, moved slowly forward, hea- 
tated, and then with a roar, the centre shot forward, 
the sides tumbled in upon the logs that rudied 
through from behind, and the great drive moved. 

The breaking of the second jam was a repetition 
of the first, and when the drive hit the big river 
there were left on the bars and rock-ledges o£ the 
Dogfish only a few stragglers that later could be 
dry-rolled by a small crew into the stream and 
rafted down. 

The crew worked indefatigably. Liunbennen 
said it was as pretty a drive as ever took water. 



by Google 



Connie Delivers His Logs 307 

In the cook's bateau Connie and Steve worked like 
Trojans to serve the men with hot coSee and hand- 
outs that were kept on tap every minute of the day 
and n^ht. 

At tiie various dams along the great river the 
boy never tired of standing be^de Hurley and 
watching the logs sluiced through, and at last, with 
Anoka behind them, it was with a wildly beating 
heart that he stepped into a skiff and took his 
place in the stem beside Hurley, while the brawny 
men of the sorting crew worked their way to the 
front of the drive. 

As Uie black smudge that hovered over the city 
ai mills deepened, the boy gazed behind him at 
the river of logs— his logs, for the most part; a 
mighty pride of achievement welled up within him 
—the just pride of a winter's work well done. 

News of the drive had evidently preceded them, 
for when the skiff reached the landing of the 
Syndicate's sorting gap, the first persons the hay 
saw, standing at the end of the platform, apart 
from the men ctf the sorting crew, were Met^ier 
and von Kuhlmann. 

The former greeting Connie with his oily smile. 
' Ah, here we have the youthful financia, himsdf," 
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he purred. "He has accompanied his logs all the 
way down the river, counting them and putting 
them to bed each night, like the good mother looks 
after the children. I am prepared to believe that 
he has even named each log. " 

"That's right," answered the boy evenly. "The 
first log to come through is named Heinle, and the 
last 1<^ is named Connie — and between the two 
of them there are four htmdred and fifty thousand 
dollars' worth of assorted ones — you're going to 
pay for them — so I left the naming to you. " 

Metzger shot him a keen glance: "How many 
\o^ have you brought down ? ' ' 

"About nine million feet of mine, and about 
three miUion and a half of yoms — from your Dog- 
fish Camp — at least that's what we estimated -vibea 
we sluiced through at Anoka." 

Von Kuhlmann had turned white as paper: 
"Where's Hurley?" he asked in a shaky voice. 

Connie placed his hand affectionately upon the 
arm of the big boss who stood at his side grinning 
broadly: "This is Jake Hurley — my foreman," 
he announced, and then to ihe boss: "The old 
oae is Heinie Metzger, and the shaky one's vcm 
Kuhlmann." 
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"But," faltered von Kuhlmann — "there tss 
some mistake! Hurley I hafi seen — I know him. 
I say he iss not Hurley! Thereissamistal^!" 



"Yes, there's a mistake all right — and you made 
it," laughed the boy. "And it's a mistake that 
O06t your boss, there, dearly. The man you have 
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been dealmg with was not HuHey at alt. He passed 
himself off for Hurley, and last year he got away with 
it. Your game is up — ^you crooks I The three mil- 
lion feet that Slue Foot Magee,alias Hurley , branded 
with your disappearing paint, have all been repaint- 
ed with good, honest, waterproof paint — and, here 
they cornel" As the boy spoke, a tog scraped along 
the sheer-boom, and for a moment all eyes rested 
upon the red block-and-ball, then instantly lifted 
to the thousands of logs that followed it. 

Several days later when the boom scale had 
been verified, Connie again presented himself at 
the office of the Syndicate and was shown immedi- 
ately to Metzger's private room. The magnate 
received him with deference, even placing a chair 
for tiim with his own hands. "I hardly know how 
to begin, Hen Moi^an " 

"Connie Morgan," snapped the boy. "And as 
far as I can see you can begin by dating a check 
for four hundred and forty-e^ht thousand, three 
htmdred and twenty dollars — and then you can 
finish by signing it, and handing it over. " 

"But, my dear young man, the price is exorbi- 
tant — ^my stocldiotders in Germany — ^they will not 
understand. It will be my ruin. " 
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"Why did you agree to it then? Why did you 
^n the coQtmct?" 

"Ah, you do not understand! Allow me " 

"I understand this much," said Connie, his eyes 
flickering with wrath, "that you'd have hdd me to 
my bargain and taken my logs for ten dollais a 
thousand, and ruined me, if I hadn't been wise to 
your dirty game. " 

"Ah, nol We should have adjusted — should 
have compromised. I would have been unwilling 
to see you lose ! And yet, you would see me lose — 
everything — my position — my friends in Germany 
— surely your heart is not so hard. There should 
be fellowship among lumbermen -" 

"Is that the reason you ruined John Grey, and 
Lige Britton, and Lafe Weston, and poor old Jim 
Buck? Every <me of them as square a man as 
ever lived — and every one ot them an independent 
lo^;er, 'til you ruined ttiemi What did you an- 
swer when they sat right in this office and begged for 
a little more time — a little more credit — a little 
waiver of toll here and there? Answer me that I 
You bloodsucking weasel I" The cowardly whine 
' ofthebeatenGeimanmadetheboyfuiious. Hewas 
upon his feet, now, pounding the desk with his fist 
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A crafty gleam shot from Metzger's eyes, and 
abruptly be changed his tactics: "Let us not abuse 
each other. It is probable we can oome to an 
agreement. You are smart. Come in with us. I 
can use you — in von Kuhlmann's place. I paid 
von Kuhlmann eighteen-hundred a year. Make a 
concesdon to me on the contract and I will onploy 
you with a ten year contract, at ten thousand a 
year. We are a big corporation; we will crush 
out the little onesi I can even offer you stock. 
We win tighten our grip on the timber. We will 
show these Americans " 

"Yes," answered the boy, his voice trembling 
with fury, "well show these Americans — well 
show 'em what fools they are to allow a lot c^ 
wolves from across the water to come over here and 
grab off the best we've got. I'm an American! 
And I'm proud of it! And what's more, I'll give 
you just five minutes to write that check, Metzger, 
and if it isn't in my hands when the time's up, 111 
get out an attachment tiiatll tie up every dollar's 
worth of property you own in the State, from the 
mills to your farthest camp. I'll tie up yotu* log^ 
cm the rollways — and by the time you get the 
thing untangled you wcm't have water enough to 
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jet them to the river. You've got three minutes 
and a half left. " 

Slowly, with shaking fingers, Metzger drew 
the check, and without a word, passed it over to 
Connie, who studied it minutely, and then tiirust 
it into bis pocket. At the door he turned and 
looked back at Metzger who had sloughed low in 
his chair. 

"K you'd listened to those other men — ^John 
Gr^ and the others you've busted, when they 
were asking for favours that meant nothing to 
you, but meant ruin to them if you withheld thtoi 
— if you'd played the game square and decent — 
you wouldn't be busted now. And, when you get 
back to Germany, you might tell your friends over 
there tiiat unless they change their tactics, some- 
day, sometiiing is going to happen that will wate 
America up! And if you're a fair specimen of 
your kind, when America does wake up, it will be 
good-bye Germany!" And as the door slammed 
upon the boy's heels, Metzger for a reason unac- 
countable to himself shuddered. 

THE END 
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Connie Morgan with tlie 
Mounted 

By 
James B. Hendryx 

Aaite «( ** Coonli Mmvu iB AlMta* 



It te^ how " Sam Morgan*i Boy,** 
well known to readers of Mr. Hendryx*s 
"Connie Moi^an in Alaska," daringly 
rescued a man who was rushing to d(^ 
Btrucdon on an ice floe and how, in rec- 
ognition of his quick-wittedness and 
nerve, he was made a Special Constable 
in the Northwest Mounted Police, wiA 
the exceptional adventures that fell to 
his lot in that perilous service. It is a 
story of the northern wilderness, clean 
and bracing as the vigorous, untainted 
winds that sweep over that region; 
(he story of a boy who wins out 
against the craft of Indians and the guile 
oi the bad white man of the North; the 
story of a boy who succeeds where men 
fail. 
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Connie Morgan 
in Alaska 



James B. Hendryx 

« «f "Th* PraniMk'"'TlM Law of dM 

12°. Ovtr twenty illustratioHs 



Mr. Hendryx, as he has ably dem- 
onstrated in his many well-known tales, 
knows his Northland thoroughly, but 
he has achieved a reputation as a writer 
possibly "too strong'* for the younger 
literary digestion. It is a delight, 
therefore, to find that he can present 
properly, in a capital story of a boy, 
full of action and adventure, and one in 
whom boys delight, the same thor- 
ough knowledge of people and customs 
of the North. 
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The Quest of the 
Golden Valley 

BdmcM^ Brovme 

AwlkM' of -T^ C naq n a rt of Moa>t IMOBbr" 

12". Eight fvU-page iUustrations 



Tlw itgrr of t Hsrcb foe tnunn idtidi Uw ftuud- 
•d hj Oim futoMCM of aatnn la ttia rvsgod iaUrioi of 
Alaska. Th* pcnetntlon of ti»M wlldi bj tho boji who 
an tho horoot of tb« itoif ia a **iH1h.h namtiTa al 
adTantiso, and with amy at«p of ttie jmxiuj fb» Ion 
of thoopoa laloamod. Th« nadar f ollowt ttiom dmoch 
tha numntaiiu wnattad la mla^ anchaataiant, orar 
Bwollaa rivan, lato lavltiai TSllaja, until Iha paat dia- 
coraiT cl fold ia made, aad tiiaa ttia advaatnra doaa 
aot cloao bot aiar ba aald to raacb ita hali^t, for a 
wily |ood'4or'4iofiilaK, who, ttadar falao prataaaaa, has 
invalilad la hla achaaio acn&a mea laaocaiit of wkkod 
lataat, attampli to ataal tiia piiie, aad Ihara foSowa « 
faea of dajra thnni^ tho aorfldaad, iarolvliif lamimav- 
aUa daacaia aad colmlaatliii in a aplaodld raacna. 
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The White Blanket 

By 
Belmore Brown 

/uAm tt -TU Q«Mt of Am GqU» ValUy," •!«. 

A Mqnel to Tbt Qaegt of the GoUea VaOtf, 
thii tim6 tMkiiig tii6 r^ffttff Uiroo^ tfia Tjciif- 
■ItodM of an Alaskan winter. They trap tfie 
many fur-bearing animala, hunt tfae big game, 
camp with tlu Indiana, do dog-dilTing, anow^ 
■hoelnf , etc. With tiie coming of aprlng tfiay 
deaeend one of tibe wOdenwu riven on a raft 
and at tiw eleventh hour, after being wrecked 
In a dangerous canyon, tiiey discover a fabnlons 
quartz lode, and succeed In reaching the sea 
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